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VIRGIN QUEEN. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

As it is Adled at the 

THEATRE-ROYAL 

: IN 

LincolnV-I»n Fields. 
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By Mr. Richard Barford. 

J)i Jragwdia juid attinei diare ? ^a iU tbeatra Pepw- 
lor urn hwM admijfa ejl^ ut funejlakegum^ Dynajlarumque 
€^de propofita^ non modo ^rineipibusy ac rerum Daminis 
. aurem vellat €$fqu€ fortuiue memeres faciat^ fid in arnni^ 
tusturbidosanimi motus comfonat ac purgetjatqueaurea 
demum mediofritati reftifHai. Scrad. Prol. Poet^ 



L O N D O N: 

Primed for J. Watts, at the Printing-Office in 

fPlld- Court near Lincolns-Inn Fields. 
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To the Right Honoarabk 

JSrk /v. m\ Y? 

Cmnlefs of Penabrpke* [ 



MADAM, 

S the Diftreffes of Tra- 

gedy are chiejBy affe£l:^ 

ing to Perfons of the 

nobleft Natures, and the moft 

r^fin'd Taftej I know not to 

a whom 
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DEDICATION. 

whom I cian dedicate This more 
groperly than to your Lady- 
fhip : The fame Perfeffions, 
Madarn, which diftinguifh You 
in fo bright a Court' under the 
Favour of the beft of Queens, 
and with which You fweeten 
the Life of one of the Greateft 
Men of the Age, have directed 
me in the Choice of a Patro- 
nefs. The Name of a Cbuntefe 
of Pembroke has in all Tiines, 
down from O^^^^'s XJays, been 
remarkable for the-Eacourage- 
ment of the politer Arts, P<?^fr^ 
in particular ; How happy then 
am I in having One to give a 
Sanation to 'me, who for the 

chear- 
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DEDICATIOK 

chearful Praftice of the whole 
Train of Virtues, and a peculiar 
Greatnefs of Soul, is no ways 
inferior to the moft Eminent 
who have held that Title. 

' With the greatejl RefieUy 
MADAM, 

and mofi Htmhle Servant, 



Richard Barford 
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P RQLO G U :^ 

Spoken by Mr. WA LKER. 

WHilft to Mankind the ofning Scenes iifclofe 
Ihe Brave, and Good, encompafs'd round mtb 
Woei } 
ff^heuLookSy and PTe^ds, tke ^atb'ring Grief exprefs, 
ufnd tie Stage labours with fime 4k^ Dtfire/s, 
IVeU'Wougbt'soitb Firt mdfhii ': Eatb virtuous Heart 
fTitb anfa'ring Sotrwos^ms the tmtlh'ous Art, 
Witb gen'ms Pity iekis 1»mtpt- ^M, 
Mov'd by tbofi ^if'Hl^s f^kh m m^its own. 
Mv'tt favage Nmm mf0 "Siv^^ti^e, 
And thofe Eyes %<^ -ii^kh Um-^t. ^before. 
Some, yet more fier}e,'milbji1mt^y Souls iifdain 
to fink in Pity o'er tbrm^'Scene, 
Feel ruflting Fears tbeir SpMarn Mtnds engage, 
jlndpaU 'With Terror tremble round the Stage. 
But bere, ye Britons, labere tbe gen'rous Afind^ 
^ttb kind Compaffion fiften'd and refined. 
Feels milder Paffions, tboft feverer Arts 
tVe leave, to Climes tbat bear more barb'rous Hearts. 
Ij>! to your Fievi, a ^mournful Sigbt appear s\ 
A fttpring ^en, Majeftie in ber Tears ! 
Attend ber Woes, heboid witb pitying Eyes 
Her great Soul lab'ring as ber. Sorrows rife. 

Tet - 
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PROLOGUE. 

Tet other Motives your Attention claim ^ 
Afifter Anguijh! and a gentler Flame! 
See / as the virtuous Hero fiands diftrefi^ 
How Love and Glory ftruggle in bis Breajl / 
To join bis fFoes he ev^ry Heart in^in'd: 
for Pity overfpeaks a Nehle Mind. 
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BOOKS Printed f(nr J. Tonsok j«rf Jl Watm. 



Lately Publijhed^ neatly Pfrnted m Twelves^ AdorrCi with Twintf 
Six Cofpir Plates^ Curimfiy Ingrav*d, 
Les AV ANTURES de TELEMAQUE Tils d'UlyiTc. Par 
feu Utffirt Francois de Salignac de la Mocte Feneloa, Pxccepteiir 
de Mefleigneurs fes Enfans cie France, & depuis Archeveque-Dttc de 
Cambrai^ Prince du faint Empire, &c. Nouvelle Edition conforme 
au Manufcript original. Avec des Remarqnes peiir reclairciflemcJit 
de cetOuvrage. 

Alfo, Lately Pniliflfed, in OStivo, ihi Second Edition of 
Fifty One NEWFABLESin Verfe, (Invented for the Amnfc^ 
ment of His Highnefs WILLIAM Bufcp; of Cumberland) By 
Mr. GAY: -With Fifty Qne Cutfs, defign'd by Mr. Kern and 
Mr. Wotton, and Engraved by Mr, Barpn, Mr. Yandcrgucht an4 
Mr; Foucdrinicr. V * 



Alfo, the Second Edit'^n of 
the BEGGAR'S OJPERA.^ As.. it ijrAajed at the Theatre^ 

Royal in Libcola's-Inh^^idds.' Written 8y Mr. GAY. Not 

hacc novimus effc nihil. Mart. To which is added the O U VIR- 
TU R'Sia Score, ComposM by Dn PEP^USQH, and the MU- 
SI C K prefix'd to each S O N G. • *" 

yuft fu^lifiod. 
The TUNES to the S ONGS ia the BEGG AR's OPERA 
Tranfpo$*d for the Fhite. Containing Sixty Nine Airs. 

'The Works of Mr. Henry Kecdler; confifting of ORIGI- 
NAL POEMS. TRANSLATIONS„ESSAYSandLET. 
TERS. Nemo parum diu vixit, qui Virtutis perfcdac^perfcfto 
functus eft munere. Cicero de contemnenda Morte. The Second 
Edition. ^.^ Pnbli(h*d by Mr. Buncombe* 
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^"■■'" ■■■• " v;::;. Ml?*.;; ••■•■•■ 

v.T . ; •■ . ■ -' : .'; ■•:') ■. :-' -r » -it «'. •' " ,■ . .: ". ' "- •• 
M^mUtSf-k IW»or, next «««? .»rf*<>l |Jr. JTjfjfef. 

rator in the Prince's Intercft. S ^^f' <«*''• 

JE«»»e«wj, of the Royal Blood : A ? j^^ MUvtrl 
Cbnfjpiraeof. 3 . ^ , • 

Jrfamms^ tokx& Pbravrtesy in love ^ Mr. iKiJiir, 
with Artefia 5 a Confpirator. ^ " 
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utjfkpid^ 
Jrtefia^ 

Enryonfy 

A -1 a 1 


a Captive Princefe. 
Wife to Jx/$rifiS'^ - 


Mrs. Tmnger. 
Mrs. 2>^jf>/^r. 
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THE 

VIRGIN Q.qEEN. 

: ' . -J ' ' ' •* 

- '- — > i . . . I II . i' if- •^ ^/ » 

...» ' ■ ^ 

AC T I. S C EJsT f C 

PHRAORTES. MIR1ZA, V 



P M R A o A t i; ^ f ^ 

O W, Mrz(«, now Ihe fatal Hour 

draws near, 
When all our Pogap (hall fade, And 

thou, O Perjia^ 
Who like a fturdy Vcflcl longhaffi 

rode 
On the proud Waves, that rag'd 
aud fwellM in vain, 
Sink'ft in the Storms at length. Elfc why thcfe Omens, 
And dreadful Prodigies? Did not the Sun 
Withdraw hiis Glory in his mid- carreer, 
WWle fudden Darkncfs ru{h*d upon the Day ? 

B The 
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1 Ths VlRGI« Q^UIBM^ 

The SW5 flipae out, sis ^t ih? Nooo of NigH^ 
The fav^e Sc;^^$ r^n m>«ring &am l^if I^^^V 
Rivers rotr^ backward to ciicir |^omit^Q-beiji4y 

Afir. *T^ wpfiicfrous ^\ 
Bat vrho car^ thw^r; th^ \a^ mcre^Rof |i(N^v««?^ 

To guard our Empire, and fupporc her Glorias $ 
While frequent Fa&ions gathering round the Throne, 
Shook our declining Stt^fe^^ w^ fought the Life 
Of our unhappy Queen. - - 

Pbra. Oh, *tis from thence. 
From h^r, Affl^Aioas, ^ ithefe Tumulti i;ift. 
Wbil|ft bright OfyvipiHj with ^r royai^ Pfef^i^e 
Guided our^Cbunfel^ and infpirM our Armies, 
Fame echo'd forth our Praife, and winged Conqueft 
Flew like, an Eagle (looping from above, 
And bore our Rage like Thunder on the Foe. 
But now, reverfe of Fate! our Tyde of Glory 
Rolls t^ck,up |^w;no n^r^s and^leav^ ooj Egipire 
Barren of Conqueft.* O my approved Friend! ^ 
Is it not ftrange that Love ihould thus deface 
This Que(;n^ k^ l%t9 »he Tewox of the World) 
And make fiicK Hayock in a Soul fo great f * 
What have we now to do ? How (hall we rou2e her. 
From this deep (>et;hafgy o| ikepiqg Honour ! 

A^. Vs^in is the Thopght. She filckens cyen to 
Death/ '/' -^ • "^ ' * 

ger. Strength grows, languid, and her Beauty {t|^s 
rief, like a Capker, wbrks into th^ Heait 
Of the fi^ii; X^ec^ juft wkhVing. iat^ Biopm- 
Was ever Lovef in fuch Excels oeforc! 
How her fond Tongue (till dwells upon the Name 
Other lov'd Prince ! With what ecftatic Joy 
Does flie recount the Aftions of his Yoi|th ! 
His Air, his Perfon, his undaunted Courage ! 
Then with What Imprecations on her(elf. 
Does flie.upbraii the Smh and curfc her Folly 3 

■ ' ' . • - ' For 
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The Vi^^GiN Queen. ^ 

For loving him, who, cold to all htfr VoWs, 
Flies from her Arms, afid hears her with Difdarh ! , 

Pbra. IVc often wondcr'd that a Love fo great, * 
Worked even to Frenzy in her raging Bofom, 
Could bear thus tamely hcf negleSed Fires, 
And frer fcorn'd Beauty: For a Captive fcortfd! 
Whofe foft de^effced Charmsf^ and gentler Sou!, 
Claim all Pattaritus' Hearty white grezt Olyftyia^ 
Girt round with Glory, •fflidft the Pride of State, 
Negleded grieves to Death. ; 

Mir. The royal Youth * 

Melts at her Wocsi arid dfeads fcmie mighty tWi 
And oft his maumful Father's injured Shade 
Appears, and bids him fly thefe guilty Walki 
Which ftill the Queen oppofes. 

Pbra. Yet fht m • 

Looks back with Horror on that fital N^t,' 
The dreadful Nfttrthcr; anrf the gtriltfefe' Mjod ' 
Shed by tier PariierV Criffles > atad ;dtttjrfs frd Wbii» ' 
The Produft of his Guilt- Ottr Cixt tiiii^ B«, ' 
Amldfft theft TurtTults, ta pfcfaire thte Urifdri ' 
Betwixt • the Pritfcef and her. Tfce iiAido^ Pfedplcf 
Have long been weary of this fcmali Kei^Hj 
And wifli.to lift the Princd, then: i*drftip*aldW^- 
To his Porc-father:« Throne. 

BtOer Jlmnenes^ ArTamirics. 

jtrfam. Long live Olympiat 
Give her, ye Heavens! uointerroptcdjby, ^ 

Glory and Coiicjueft, and aflfeft her Relgi): * 

r^bM. Why, thatis liltethcSottofdldPSr*?;*^,, 
In Blood and loyalty alike' my Son. 

jiffam And oil may Triumphi^;^ ftich as thfe, ffitf rif^ 
To fill thtfci5owdcdr Year 1 V 

Phra.' What mieans tsif Son? . -^ ; 

jSrfam. That our brave Arvoxt^ have With proftcrcn^ 
War ' \ • 

Reduced re'vdltiid Lydhj and agaitt • \ 

B 4 TaugBt 
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4^ The Virgin Queen. 

Taught her proud Neck to bow beneath our Yoke. • 
Thi» gratefyl News the Queen has now received. 

Mir. Thanks to the bounteous Heav'ns! Then were 
*^ thofe Omens 
Fatal to'thcm, not us. Again our Genius 
Wakes from his Trance, and lifts his facred Head. • 
If the lead Spark of Glory or Ambition 
Burn \VL Olympiads Bread;, this friendly Gale 
Shall kindle all her Soul. Let us, my Lord, 
Imp/ove th' Occafion. 

Phrs. Something I'd impart 
Firft to my Sony thai done, V\\ follow you. 

'^ ^ \Exit Mir. 

Bum. Your Brow, my Lord, is ftill impreft with 
C^re, ^ . ; 

Your Heart yet labours, as fome fecret Grief / 
Poflefs'd your Thoughts. 

Phrai^My Country, and my Queen, 
QaiiQ^ all. my Cares. In fpite of this Succefs, 
Now, eveanowi thip fecret Hand of Fate 
Strikes at the Throne, and (hakes our lofty Empire.. •' 
Ha^ do you ftarr, my Lords I Yet hear me on. . 
For^every Word I (ay to Truth js facred. 
Laft Night, » as I Igy penfive on my Bed, 
Wh'eri round mc" all were funk in foft Repofe, 
And profound Silence brooded on the Earth 
Suddqn arofe before jny wondring Eyes 
Seleucus* mournful Ghoft. ... ^ _ , 

Arfam, Whai he,, the Father . 

Of the young Prince ! By his proud Brother flain.^ 

Pbra, He Itood before me, aweful, great, majeflic. 
As when he Irv'd. Upon his royal Neck 
He bore his Mortal Wound, that feem*d to pour 
A crimfon Stream: He feebly rais'd his Arili, 
And pointing to the Wound, See here! he cry'd, 
"^he barbarous EfFefts of jealous Power. 
A Brother's curfed Rage ! then burft a Groan 
That fliook his airy Forms and thus, he faid, 
. • ' My 
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7%e VticGiN Queen.' ^ 

My Son ihall be before two Dawns appear j 
If the kind Heavem reverfe not their Decree* 
With him the Perfian Empire fliali decay. 
With civil Difcord torn. And thy lov'd Son 
Dies ih his Death* Alas, bid him take hcCS 
He faid, then groan'd ^gain, and mix-d with Air. ^ 

jfrfam. M£? my Lord, Me? What 

Pbral. Amazed, confounded 
At the dire Scene I lay. A choufand Fears 
Stipck to my Hearty and aw'd my troubled SouL 
At length, when Slumber clos'd my weary Eyes, 
My bufy Fancy figur'd to my View 
The late, fad ObjcS of my waking Sight. 
Methought I faw thee ilretch'd upon the Ground, 
Dreadful to View, all foul with Dull and Gore. 
The mournful Image rouz'd me from my Reftj ^ 
I wak'd, and found my Face all 'wet with Tears, 
And a cold Sweat had moiften'd every Limb. 

Eum. My Lord, all this is nothing but th* EfFeft ' 
Of feverifh Blood, bad Health, or feeble Age, 
Hence all thcfe Figures piftur'd on the Brain > 
Hence vain Chimasras, and a thoufand Monlters 
Hourly arife, that Nature ne'er produced, 
Toterrify the World. 

Pbra. My Lord Eumenes^ 
Whatever the Caufe may be, my Fears are reaL 
All can't be well. *Tis beft we guard oprfelvcs : 
And fure your near Alliance to the Throne 
Shall prompt you to fupport its falling Glories. 
The Heavens, oft-times, in Pity to Mankind, 
Hang out their Signs that bode fome threatning Evili 
That our nice Conduft, and oppofing Virtues 
May (hun the Stroke, or break the heavy Blow. 

Enter Meflcnger. 

Me/. Lord Mirza^ Sir, expefts you. 
i^ra. I attend him. [^a*//. 

Mumr^Q^J^y ih* Infernal Gods, by yoabright Orb 
^<^^ B ? Whofo 

Google 
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^ Tifi V I EG IN QjaitK*^ 

Whofe Light, we all adore, by all the Powm 
That kindle Generous Warmcb, aad procnpt tke Soul 
To noble AfEkion; whence this ihew of Horror? 
Where's all your boaftcd Refoltitioo fled. 
That a meer Dream can thus untune your Soul ? 

Arfam. O yet defift, lead mc no fiurtfaer on ; 
Let us retreat whil^ yet the Fa^es permit. 
The boiling Billows, and the black Abyfi 
Roll juft before me. Death, the dreadful Image 
Still glares before my Eyes^ can I pcrfift? 

Eum. Qreatts the Prize for which we are embark^dt 
Empire and Love attend on our Succefi. 
And who'd not venture for fo fair a Profpcft? 
Shew me the Cave, where grinning Death refideS) 
Lur'd by fuch Hopes, e'en thither would I ru(b, 
Mor fear him 'midft the Terrors of his Pomp. 
Atfim. Not fear htm! Ha^ then you have never 
thought 
What ^is to dye! Is't not a dreadful Thing f 
Enough to melt the mqft obdurate Heart, 
To think that this Cur Framir, thdfeEyes, thefeCheekS) 
Thefe Lips, this foUd Fleih that cloaths thefe Bofies, 
And e'en the£e Boftef, ihall be refolv'ti to Duft: : 
That our pale Coarfe entomb'd beneath the Ground 
Shall feed vile Worms, and imdiftiogoifli'd lye 
'MidilRoctenttefs, green Sculls^ and Ebnes, theRoliquei 
Of fuch is WQ are:iM>w. 
Whilft our &d 3|firtrs filently rethrc 
To unkiK>wn Places, or to ride the Winds 
That teip^eft wide the Ai^ or floating lye 
Oft (ery Whirlpools. Thinky ah think oH this. 

Eum. Ciiife on the Boy \ if he ftart back he dies. 
Dies by this Arm. [4flifti 

jirfam. O drop our Eqterprize, 
Nor dare the Heavens, nor trifle with our Fates, 
To plunge thus rafhly in a Sea of Blood. 

Eum. Your tim'rous Appreheofioni^ %4^C^3]S:f'aa 
Athou<aadfe^cy'4IlIs, : ^^ : • 

Jrfam. 
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73&eViRG 114 Queen. r 

^jlrjhm. Ah, fathfer^ay 
Yoifr dVtt-darihg Spirit, i^tt i^t 
To urge y6u forWaW iri the Cfiicfe df GloVV, ^ 

Fierce, unrtftriltfa, ittpdb yoU t6 Voiii- tttiiJi. 

Eum. Will ytrti then bear to fee the haagfety Prinbc 
ClafpM in the Af tts of your tlelr Id^ely Sidid ? 
Can you behold hir kvlfli fond feifaWacfes 
On the proud Youth, vfho all dlflblVd In ^6^ 
TriuApts, whilft yoii " 

jfirfafk. O fp^rt the filtil Subjta } 
Can I b(far it! Let mfe hot thirtk; oht WBrd, 
One Thought of that^ like an ifapetuous Whirlwind, 
Will hurl deliberate Rcafon from her Seat^ 
And fire my Soul again.' 

Eum. Yet thus, even thus 
Muft ybu bchpld '4rfi. l^ay, perhaps e'en how. 
Spite of the Quefcn, the facred Knot is tvM, 
And now, perhaps, Palldntui high in iTnoii^t ; 
Fiys to her Arms. 

-^f/&«r. Curfc on his hauglify Pride! 
A rbdu(and madding Paifeohs fire my fireaft: 
He die*, bjr ricll ^e.dicsl Jftefta^ O 



Is (he not mort tliari Faticy cfah imagine ^ 
So ilrangelv bbaufeoiis, fo diVinely fair ! 
Mide in the Prodigality of Natuife 
To fhew the Strength of heF creating Power f 
Lead ilie where-e*cr you will : The Palace-Guards 
Arc ripe for Faftion \ let me give the Word, 
The vafiotis Diifigeohs poiir their tboufahds (ortH. 
. Eum. Again my valiant Friend ! Another Soul 
Informs your Body. 

Arfam. And before the Suti 
Has twice renewed his Courfc, we lift you tip , 
To your Fore-father's Tt^ferbpe, which partial Portiinfe 
Has wroAgfy gii'cn iway : The Queen^ ttc I'rincc . 
Shall periUi an —^— 

Edfft.- h^^arhs fees us. \ 

You If:now the native Ficrccncfs of hf* Temper, 

B 4 impatient 
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-S . 73^^ Virgin. Que i^ 

Impatient of Rcftraint: He owns with Juftico. n 
He hates Olympiads Reign, but loves the Prince j ^ 
So mention nought of our Defign oh him. 
His downright Virtue and heroic Aftions, 
Th^t joined all Syria to the P^r/tf» Empire, 
Have fix'd him in the Graces of the Armyj 
Many of whom, with him, attend ourCaufe. 
But fince the Love that he avows the Prince 
Thwarts our Defigns,' foon as the Cloud of Faftion . 
Burfls on the Court, this Arm amidft the Tumult 
Shall lay him in the Duft, and eafe our F?ars. 

Enter Axartes. 

Well, what Succefs, Axartes ? 

Axar. AH goes well. 
IVe fow'd Sqditioa thick anaong my Troops j 
They are entirely ours •, with Tranfport all 
Embrace our Caufc, and murmur out Rebellion. 

Eum. Appoint we then the Hour, the fatal Hour 
To give a loofe to War. 

Axar. And lo, kind Fortune 
Points out the Time propitious to our Hopes. 
The Queen, in Token of the Viftory, 
Ordains a general Fcaftj the giddy People 
Indulge their Souls, with Wine they drown their Cares,^ 
And riot in Excefs of Luxury. 
Thro* the whole Empire the Debauch extends, 
Melodious Mufic founds along the Air, 
And cheers the gladdened Heart. Women and Men : 
Effeminately foft, along the Streets 
Thick ftrew'd with Flowers, and fweeten'd with Per*- 

fumes, 
Move in the gentle Dance. Whatever «y»/i 
In all her Pomp of Luxury has feen 
This Day difclofes. Nay, the Queen herfelf 
Graces the public Banquet in the Palace. 
What hinders then, but that with Fate to Friend, 
Furious wp rulh on the Unthinking Train, 

' While 
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WWte loft in Riot, ^nd diffply'd in Joy, 

They chafe the Goblet round the fprightly Board, ^ 

Or at the Voice of Mufic melt away?, 

Arfam. 'Till then let all be calm and ftill as Deaths 
Each feal his Lips j kt not the Prince himfelf,* ^ 
Not even Pallantm^ know our great DeCgns. 
'Till, the Queen flain, we lift him to the Throne 
Of his great Anccftors, You know his Temper, , 
Brave, undefigning, by the ilri£teft Rules 
Of Honour fway'dj perhaps, his nicer Virtue 
Mighfr (corn the profier'd Throne, and break our 
Schemes. , 

Axar. And now my Lords, let each of us repair, . 
To \m appointed Stand. There in our Troops 
Keep up the Fire we've kindrd. 'Till kind Fate 
Ripens our Councils with their great Succels. . 

{Exeunt Arfam. Eum. Axzncs gowg off 
■ differently Euryone meets him. . r 

Ewy. O ray dear Lord ! 

Axar. My Wife! in Tears! 
Why am I thus purfu'd with thy Complaints? 
Wretch that I am ! O foolifli doating Husband ! 
Give me the Secret. of my Soul again, 
Which thy fdnd Arts extorted from my Bvofom, 
When in thy Arms laft Night. O give it back. 

Eury. Yct,yctdefift from this moil dreadful Purpofci 
Alas^ my Bread has known no Quiet fince. 

be not thus fcvere, but kt thefc Tears 

Melt your hard Heart. Ah, ihouldftthou fall, Axartes ! 
Axar, No more, I charge thee not a word of that. 
I'm fix'd as Fate itfelf. Rcftrain thy Tears, 

1 muft not fee thee weep. Euryone^ 

Forbear this fruitlefs Grief, look up and tell mes 
Have I. not us'd thee ftill with Tenderncls? 
Have I not often, gazitig on tfcy Beauties, 
Told thee that all the Joy s^^ on Earth were vile, 
Compar'd with thee!- 

Eury. You have. But now, Axartes 

Axfur. 
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to ?J!>^ ViRfriif <ltjitW; 

j/xar. Ycir think tiot that tht Beauties of thy Pbrfa 
Shall charni ^way Revenge, if e*fcr Ihou datttft 
, To brtathc theflightcft Ward df buf DcfigftS. • ' 
Thou koo\xr'ft this Dagger, aftd Ittiy^ft tbo rfeitHUftber 
On what Conditions we this Morning parted. {_£:ilt. 
Eury. Could I have iver thotight \6 hive been fo 
Wretched ! 
O ft*y, yet hear me!— .Picfce this Wrfctdhed Hteiiit, 
Since *tis didrufted thus. 

£^^ Arteiia* 

-^fr/tf. The appointed Hour 
Is paft, he's yet not here. Etitpnt/ 
Eury. Artefia here! Sht mtrft not fee my Tears. 

Arte. Saw'ft thou the Prince Pailataus ? 

Eury. I beheld him 
Juft as I left the Temple fix*d itt Grief, 
Faft by his Father's Monuraeht. 

yfr/f. Alas ! 
What fecret Grief lies buried jit hi* Heirt ? . 
Will his deep Sorrows ttever ceafc id fioW ? 
Oft in the glowing Ardour of his Love, 
As he has Iheld me in his eager Arm^, 
, IVe feen a fudden Sorrow damp his Jby, 
Deep-mufing has he ftdod, while flartili|r Tear» 
'Broke from his gloomy Byes; lii vdiit Pve ask*dl 
The fatal Caufe, dill^dea^to my Reqtiert, 
He anftvers me with Groans. 

Eury. Is it Jidt Cdufe, 
To be debArr'd from all his Soul holds dc^f? 
His Love opposed by the Qaetn's rbya! Pcrwer ? 
But there's a Catufe ifldre dreaidfu! yet bebfeid. 
Whence- his big Sorfdrwi rife, rhtt iflatjr invoke 
Me too in endlefs Wott. 

Arti. As how, £,ufy0ne? ^ 

Eury. Olympa'% Father, our kte tittiptttitj 
Was Brother Id Sekacus^ himj Rom whom • ^ 

The 
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The Prittce dema Ms Birtb, for whom hk Grief 

For ever fwclis. Adorned ix/kh every Gract, 

He Kv'd tiu; Idol of th' adoring People. 

But fee, vfaac monftioiii Pears, what ftraoge Sufpt- 

ciorw • 
Infold the Wreath^ that binds the Brow of Power! 
The Tyrant King with Jealoufy beheld 
, His Brothes's Honours, and began to fear 
His growing Powor might (bake hini from his T4)rone. 
Thus, b]r Sufpicion fttiog, one Night, alas ! 
A fatal Night, he fent a Bsind of Ruffians 
To take' his Life i who burfttng thro* the Palace, 
His manly Bofom gor'd with many a Woufid, 
As all defencelefs in his Bed he lay. 
By his lov*d Wife> whom, as (he trembling rais'd 
, Her Hands, imploritig Pity fdr her Lord, 
• The Villains murther*d too. 

jirte. Moft horrid Faft! 

EMry. Amidft the Tunnulcs of the Night, jfaurfes 
Convev^d away the Prince, left the proud Tyrant 
Infatiable of Bloody might (lay bim too. 
In foreign Camps he trained biffi Qp to War^ 
And at the Altar fwore t'aveoge thofe Crimea 
On all the Tyrant's Race. 

jfrie. Could fuch a Tyrant 
E'er be the Father ctf a Qjicea, adorn*d 
With fuch tranfcendent Virtues as Ofympia ? 
^ Could e'er fo fair a.ilofe, fo balmy fweet. 
Bloom from fo rough a Thorn I She is all Goodnefs } 
Even the' ike knows, ihe cberiAies in me 
A fatal Rival. 5 

Eury. Ne'er was known before 
A Soul (6 greatly form'^d, yet fweeten*d tbas 
With foft Complacency, and gentleft Mantiefa. 
^ 'T» true, your Beamy Kke a fatal Star 
Has rifen malignanc to her Love and Peace. 
And if P^thnfus had not vow*d before her 
To ihare yow AAifence, and attend your FHghr, 

Ere 
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tz -71&? Virgin Ciu'EENr 

Ere now fhc had rcftor'd you, with all Honours, 
To yourlovM Country, and your Fathcr'i. Arms; 

jirte. My Father! O, at that dear honourM Name, 
Why ftart thcfe Tears unhid, and heave the(^ Sighs? 
So wont with foft Delight to charm my Soul ! 
Ah ! left he fink in Biiternefs of Woe • 

To Death, or ciirfe his venerable Age, . 
Since hoftile Fury tore me from his Sight, 
For, oh, his Life fecm*d only wrapp'd in mine j 
Whole Dgys together would he gaze upon me^ 
And ever blefs me when he heard me talk. 
His Prayers to Heav'n were chiefly made far Yne,. 
But ah in vain ■- ■-■ 

Eury. Behold Palhntus comes. 
I leave you with him, to autend the Queen. 
Ten tedious Days, a^ many reftlefs Nights, 
Are paft fince ihe retired into her Chamber, 
To mourn in Solitude, and feed her Sorrows,. . . 
Worn e'en to Death with Grief, But her great Spirit 
E*en yet retains its wonted Royalty, 
And breaks thrp' all her Woes. For when th'Expreft 
Arrived of brave digrams' Vidtory, 
She ftrait arofe, cold as the weeping Morn, 
From Ocean's wat*ry Bed, QtdamM a Feaft, 
And with a Shew of ill-affeflted Joy 
Strives to conteal the Anguifh of her Heart. [ExiK 

Enter Pallantus, ^ 

Pallan. Art^fi^^ O ihoa Source of all my Joys, 
Pride of my Life, and End of all my Wiflies! 
O that my Arms could ftill enfold thee thus! ♦ 
Thus would I ever dwell, and gazing on thee 
Forget the Sorrows that divide my Heart. 
But ah, thefe princely Walls, and Rooms of State, ' 
Yet red with Royal Guilt, fiU all my Thoughts 
•With Scenes of Horror. Try with thy dear Voice 
To chitm my Soul to Peace. Fve only thee 

Ta 
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The ViRGUi Queen.. / i^ 

To cbeer me now ; and even from thee the Queen 
Woui4 cut me off. / ^ 

Arte. Ah my Pallantus^ think, /^ 

Think whence is that 5 llie (ties upon your Name. 
Love quite dl(lra6ts her Heart, and all my Joys 
Even in your Arms are faint and unfincere, 
, While ihwOlympia languilhcs to Death. 
O that our kinder Stars had bled our Days 
With narrower Fortunes, and an humbler Life, 
In feme far Country, where 'mid fylvan Scenes, 
.Free, undifturb'd, in Innocence and Eafe 
Wc might have liv*d, and all our Life been Love. 
' Pallan. Wc may be happy yet. Hcav'n feems to 
fmilc 
, On our chafte Loves.* Occafion, Titne^ and Place 
• Confpire to favour us, tb' appointed Prieft 
' Attends. 

Arte. Em then OJyntfU 
Pallan. O forbear, 
Forbear to aggravate my preffing Ills. j 

Heaven knows how deep her Sorrows wound my H«artr» 
But had thy Beauties never charm'd my Soul, < > 

And my fond Heart could ahfwer all her Love, : " 
Ne'er might I take her to my wretched Arms^ 
Or could I dare, my Father's angry Gboft 
Sure would arife, and rufii between our Love^, 
And damp our glowing Joys; Hade then, Artejia. 

Arte. O never, never! Urge not my Coofent. 
Shall I thus recpmpence Olympiads Favours? 
Yet, yet refign me. 

PalUn. Heav'n, is this Artefia ? 
Behold her boafted Love, her Vows all broken! / 

be not .thus unkind! If thou art changed, 

1 have no Comfort left me upon Earth. 
Thou arc the only Hold that now remains 

To bear *mc up aniidft a Sea of Troubles. . . ^ 

O do not pluQge me, left the gathering Wave# 
Swell o'er my Head, and I be loft for ever. ' . , .. ^ 

Alas, 
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i;4 Thi Via^iM QjDEfiN/ 

Alat) wUt % I? Why could'ft thou deccfii^e me 
With % icign'd Paffion? For thou norcr lavVft* 
Elfe could*ft thou beg me (o refigti tbec €bii5« 
To m€ct Olympiad's Love ? 

j/rte* 0b do not wrong me! 
I could not boair to fee thee in bcr Arms.^ 
But fince our Fate» feverelj bave denyM me 
To crown thy Piffion, yiekl to give me back 
To thet Ealbraces ol my royal Fatber, 
Whilft iboa i«i Rehnag Fields, in fWral Pomp, { 

May'ft court fiiir tfonour on the dofty Plain: \ 

There, naklHt the WarrreraSbptitt, and Clank oi Arms^ 
When the Fi^ thickens,, and the Battel blee&, | 

Lofc every fofter Paffion, and forget 
That Ver thi» h^plels Fwfm could eharm yo«r Soul. 

PaUan. Come then, yr Fower9 that rale the duftf ^ 
Field, 
Drive out this Love, this Bane« of my Renown. 
Fire my big Heart, and tune my Soul to Arms. 
Give me to bend -^be Bow, to wield the Spear, 
To var{»'tbe SM«td', to^ pour upon the Foe, 
To bind t&e Copriers to the rattling Car, 
To plunge x%t^ glbriou Dangers, and engage 
Where JiheFigbe rage^, and the Braveft Ml. 

jtrte. Wiib how nwich Joy yon paint tbe dreadfol 
Scene ! 
Alas, my Fsinee, already Fm fofgottemf 

Pallm. Then with what Tran^ons fliri* my Bofnn 
burn, . 
When the glad Armies with repeated Shouts 
Advance m^ Fame, and H&il my conquering Arm: 
•Till gwat in Clory, joyful I afcend 
The Throne of P^fia^ and controul tbe World. . 

jfrte. And muft Ariefia be fo foon driven ont 
From all your Thoughts? Am I fo fobn forgotten? 
BUt go 5 let me not ftilly your Renown, 
Or bar four Way to Glory f TTis enou^ , 
For me, alas, the few iborr Houfs I livr. 

To 
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The Vl^LGtl^ C^MPESN. 1% 

s To pray the Gods toj;uard you from tliofe Dangers $ 
To turn the javelins from your facrcd Life, 
Then fink in Silcncet wA no more difturb you. , 
Pallm* So^} of my Joysy dear Idol of myHc^artt 
Talk not of that. Oh what is iPame arid Empire 
Compgr'd with ^cp,l Mccr Toys, beneath my Care! 
O I 90ul4 hol4 thtift cvejj tq my Prqaft^ 
^ Days, Months and Years mould pafs unheeded by. 
Time, that oft p£^s the Ap{petite of Love, 
Shall add frcfh Tnmljport to my growing Paffion, 
And cvftry Hour be happier th^ the paft. 
' Why heaves thy Bofoin r '^h, why flow thy Tears? 
Lovelieft of Women, think not what I faid 
Abating V^on^ qx e3i;piring Loves 
•Twas j4|[ a L«fYcp:*s tender Artifice, ' * ' 

\ To bring thy matchlefs Virm<^ tQ the Tcft. 
;, jfrte. Was.tbcin ^ruja'^ Love to be fefpcac^? 
A Love fo pure, fo chafte, fo true as mine ! 
Did not my Bbipm feed a briglitar Blame 
Than ever glow'd wiiWa a VirgiA*! Br^aft, 
Could I fo fbon forget eho fitfal f&v^ck 
Your Sword has made among my dttai> Rekicions? 
Could I thiis. ftaad and ltft^a»iQ^ your T^Lki 
Whilft my unhappy Father mo^ros^tfr Itewfii ' 
His Daughter's fatal 3i92yiag^<^? 

Pattan. Ceafe^ 4^M% 
-Thcfe, foft R^eproaches. Were I thus to fevch. 
The Sorrows of my Heart, fooh (hould I find \ 
Thou(4a<Js^if poflSye,. tp dawpmy Lavc, 
IVc Ipng bceii §;^ird with tnoft fcverc Afl9[iQ:ions, 
But thee the Htav.enis have given me in return 
For gtli niy Sprrows paft: And here F take thee 
Tb my grad Arnp;, the Pledgp qf every Joy, 

In thy djf«:.Sigh; n^y Woe^ih^all decay^^ 
AlwfcUlf itfclf bfii. QW fyi^ Vidal, D^y. [^Exmp^^ 
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i6 T^f Virgin Queen." 




ACTH. SCENE I. 

Martial Mufic. A Throne. 

Enter Priefts of the Sun^ with a Choir of Touths. 
^ . ^ey Sing. 

\Vr.T M MO RtALSuny who Jbin'fifuhnniej 
JL ifrigfo 'Mithras, turn thy radiant Ejt^ 

Into fbe dark Abyfs of T'ime^ 

Where Hours^ and Tears^ and Ages lye. ^ 

z Pr. nence bid the bappieft Seafans rife^ 
^e Fo(s of Perfia to controulj 
PFhilfi- charged with Triumphs^ thro" the Skies ... ' ' 
Qur Tears in whiter Circles roll. 

Both. So fhalt our youthful Choirs advance^ 
In/pir'd by thee with new Delight y 
And as they tread the my flic Dance ^ 

Hail Thse the Source of Beat and Light. • . 

Choir .of Youths. So Jhall o,ur youthful Choirs '&c« 

Enter Guards^ then Eug^onc, Olytnpia, &ftf; 

Olym. Here end this Pageantry. * 111 futes this Pomp 
The Temper of my Soul. — — r Difmifi my Train : 

\Xo an Offider. 
It is not fit they flioiild behold my Heart, 
To fee how much 'tis in the Power of Grief 
To humble Majefty. Thou, Euryone^ [^Ex. OmtHs. 
Alone attend me^ thou haft oft been Witneis 
Of my ill-fated Love, and oft haft wept 
To fee my Woes. 

£ury. 
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%e V IR G IN Qtj E E I?; if 

. jfe^ry. Ah J Madani, will you ftiJJ 
indulge your Griefs ? Mqft your Tears, ever flow ^ 
Will you forever fliun ihc Voice df Joy^ : . , ., 
Ijuduflrious ip Diftrrfv artdfeekOecafion . ; 
To mourn yoqr Sorra\^S5 4p<l p^eijpkx your Mtnd ? . 
JLo, every Brfeaft that lately beat with Joyj 
Now melts in Grief^ an univerfal Groan 
Runs thro' the Court, and riling Sorrow cloiidtf 
The Luftre of the Triumph. 

Olym. Talk'ftthdupf Triumph! What have I to dd 
With ought like that ? My Heart, my cvVy Thought^ 
Is full of liOve, (b full, there is not rooni 
For any thing befide: Palkntus^—^%\\j 
While I but fpeak his Name, my Heart beats quicker| 
And I am all in Flames. Was ever Youth 
So faifly form'd ? Say, my Euryom^ 
Was ever youthful Heroe half fo fair. 
So brave, fo boldj fo lovely as Pallantus? 

Eury. Strive to forget his Name, to drive Isita otit 
Far from your Thpughts. Think how infenfiblc 
He if to your fond Love, and early Beauty. 

OJym. Ha, i$ he fo ! And do I love him ftill ? 
Cannot my Form, that charmed the fierceft Monarchal 
Gain me his fingle Heart ? Have I defpis*d 
The braveft Heroes of the Earth for this ? . 
Yet i might move him, could 1 once break thro* 
Thcfe preffing Griefs : Sickneis has quite decayed 
My waiting Form j he nc*cr has fecn my Face 
But wet with Tears. Alas, my erring Tongue! 
Docs not j/rtefia charm him from my Arms? 
What can I do? He muft, he fhall be mine. 
Haft thou forgot with what a Grace he mov^dj ; 
When from the Wars he conquering came to Sufa? 
High oh a lofty Car he rode along^ 
In awful Pompi cTiain'd Kings and Tcepter'd Slav^si 
. Bound to his Wheels, in fulleft Majefty 
indignant ftalk'd, and curs'd their baffled Gods^ , 
But the glad Crouds that wond'ring prefs'd around^ 

G Hcgleacol 
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iS The VmeiN <1ueenJ 

Neglefted the proud Shew to gaze kt hisiy 
And with loud Shouts dl faaird him as he puls'd. 
But when he told his Conquefts o*er to me, 
Heav'ns, how he look'd ! with what an ^fe he ralkM ! 
I beg*d him oft repeat the pleafing Tale, 
Fix'd on his Charms, and as he fpoke 1 feic 
A fecrct Joy I ne*er had known before. 

Eury. How is your Tongue tranfportcd with the 
Theme ! 

Olym. Low at my Peet he laid his glorious Spoils^, 
His various Captives mov'd before my View. ' - 
But when jfrtefiamfs'd^ hicr Fatal Beauty 
With a dcjcfted Graee foon caught his Eyes j 
He looked, and blufh'd/ and told me o*cr her Tale 5 
Bur, oh, with a Concern that fpoke his Love 
Too deeply fix*d. From that unhappy Momeht, 
I felt a thoufand Jcaloufies. Alas ! 
Why did he come to rob me of my Quiet? 
Ah why not, rather, in th' embattlM Field 
Purfue his Conquefts ? to the Pfr/?^» Empire 
Joyn the reldftant World, and fight my Battles? 
How am I faU'n, fincc I beheld him firft ! 
What Queen was e*er fo great, fo blcft, as It 
My Name the World's remoteft Nations hondur'd. 
And Earth's proud Tyrants trembled atmy Voice. 
My Tiappy People thrbngM to gaze upon me. 
And bleft me as they gazM. Whene'er I fpoke, 
Silence attentive ftoodj and when I fmird, 
Diffiifive Pieafures gladdened every Heart. 
Whene'er I went fo Rcft^ ev'h Qutens we^p prdu3 
To watch my Slumbers, as if Power and Glory 
Had been my Eflcnce. But, amaKinff Change! 
The Storms of Fate have ruffled all the Sccne^ 
And difcompos'd the Current of my J6y. 

Enter Phraortes* 

Phra. O Queen, for ever live! Pardon the Zeal 
That urges mc thus far. May Heat'n proteft you. 

Give 
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Give you longt bog Reigp, *od wark each Day 
With Triumphs fiich as 5is. But oh forbear 
This Gricft ^d grace our Pomp. . 

Olfm. No. I havp ^otilght to 4o with Portps of 
TrhiiDphSi 
The flame of Glorjr thgt once gr'4 njy Hearty 
Is quite extioft, and V0 no more a Queen. 

Pi&r J. Why will ybu wound yo^r Soul with Talk 
like this ! 
iJo you not ycT ddorji tht Thrpne of Perfia t 
Docs not the World bow down before your Faco^ 

Olym. Think'ft thou thp Hpmjigc of th' idoring 
Crowd, 
tJnbounded Eulpire. a»d the Pride of State 
Can n^akq a Queen? Meer Ornament?^ alas \ 
No, 'tis the glorious .Energy divine 
Of the afpiring Soul^ that bids it burn ^ 
For generous Deeds, and warms its Faculti^ i . 

This makes a Queen. How am I chapgM, Pf^aortisl 

Pbra. Again that Energy ihall fire your Breaft^ 
The flame of ^lory th^t once warm'd your Heart 
, Shall fliine agajn, and burn as bright as ever; 

Enur Meflcngen 

Mef. M^dam^ the Prince Ptf//i«»i'«jr ^4itS without^ . 
Enquiring for your Health- 

Olym. Euryone, 
Said he the Prince? Surely my Qriefs at length 
Havjc work'd the royal Youth to, pity me. - 

Eury. What AniTwcr fend y ou ? Mu ft he be admitted ? 

Olym. Condufl: him in, Phraortes. Now ihftru£tme4 
What (hall I fey? O how ^all 1 addrefs him? 
He comes, hc'^ here! Ah bide me, favemy Blulhes^ 
My He^rt beats ftronget*, my tumultuous Blood 
Burns in my Faccj and my aiftra^(:d Brain 
Is ftun*d with Trarifport. 
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to The Yitxiivf CXytiiC 

Enter Pallantus and Phraortes. ' 

Pbra. rtow tcmpeftuous Love [fo Pallantus. 

Blots the fair Face of that bright Heaven of Beauty ; 
Where, like deftruftive Winds, loud Sighs are heard. 
And Tears dcfc(?nd in never-ceafing Showers. ) 

Olym. ^Tis kind, Pallantus^ thus to fearch me out^ 
To mourn my Pains, and comfort my Diftrefs. 

Pallan* Oh could my Mourning comfort your Di« 
flrefsj 
Her( would I ftand.and weep in Anguiih o'er you, 
'Till <en my. Eyes difWr'd, and flow'd to Tean. 
But fince the ucmoft that Pallanius can 
Is barren Grief, and unavailing Tears, 
Let me fly hence from thefe polluted Walls, 
That ev*n yet blufli with my dear Parent's Blood. 
Swift let me wing me, as their Ghofb command^ 
Far, far from hence ^ fince, if I not obey, 
A Fate like theirs impends me. 

Olym, Muft thofe Sounds 
For ever grate my Ear? Was it by mc 
Thy royal Parents fell ? Could I prevent 
A Father's Guilt? Did I affift the Deed? 
No. But I fee thy falfe diflembling Heart. 
What's all this Sorrow, but a friendly Veil, 
To hide the dull Indifference of thy Soul? 
Why doft thou come, with fuch a feign'd Diftrefs ! 
O rather curfe me^ call the dire Difdain 
That glows within, to threaten in thy Face. 
Tell me this Form, thefe Cheeks, thefe languid Eycs> 
Tuft quench'(^ in Death, are odious to thy Senfe: 
But yet remember. Prince, Fm ftill a Queen j 
Tho' hated, loath'd, defpis'd, Fm ftill a Queen j 
"fcafe, humble Wretch! I fee thydaftard Soul; 
Thou dar'ft not love a Queen. Such high Defirei 
Sute not thy grovling Mind. A Captive Maid, 
Born to adorn my Train, can charm thy Heart. 
•Yci, Prince, 'tis fo, a SUvirjj a Slave's my Rival; 

And 
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7^^ VtRGlK QuEift- ±i 

'And fliall rbcar it ! Hence, fct mc away, 
ril plunge the Dagger deep into her Heart, 
Then flieathe it in ;ny own. Npr think that thou 
Shalt live to triumph lon^. Come with me, Prince^ 
Come and behold the Obje& of thy Love 
Weltring in Blood, expiring at thy Feet. • 

Then how fhall I cxuh? 

PaUan. Ha, what!- and ftain 

The Glories of your Name 5 frefli Horrors add 

To thofe with which your Tyrant Father damned , , 

His guilty Race, and tear the Wound he gave? 

Olym. Does it then gall thee? Yet iTl ftab thee 
deeper, 
ni give Revenge its Fill, make up th* Account, \ 
For all the Pangs Tve born. And when thou feefthey 
Cling round my Knees, and with uplifted Eye§ 
Strive to avoid the Meditated Wound^ 
,Wilt thou not rave? But why do I delay? -f -^ 

Pallan. You will not? Firft confider what you do,* 
Think on the lovely Maid, her tender Beauty, 
And dove-like Innocence, and then remember-^— r 

Olym. Think'll thou to change the Purpofe of mjr 
Soul, 
By what can on^ heighten my Revenge? 
Off, tear him off. Had Hie a thoufand Lives^ 
^*d Jlab her thro' *cm all. - 

PaUan. Yet hear me then, 
And fince there's nothing elfe can move your Soijl, 
Forbear in Reverence to th' immortal Gods 
Who've feal'd pur Vows, and fanftify'd our Loves; 
Forbear, and favc my Wife. 

0/yi«. Diftraaion ! Hell! 
Thy Wife! Thou could'ft not be fo bafe ; could flic? 
Let me not think, for I (hall run diftrafted. 
Fiends tear you. Lightnings blaft you^ Hell, let HelL 
Pour all its Tortpres out to rack your Souls 
With Pains more fierce than wound my Bofom now- 
9 help, aflift me! O Pattantus^ oh I {Faints. 

C ^ £ari 
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%i TJ&tf Virgin QjuE EN. 

Eur. Behold (he faintsj fuppori^and bcarbcr benw 
Xd her Apartment. ISo^'^ *«^ W- 

Mmnt VhHdt. Pillan. 

Pir^. How terrible is PaiSon! bow our ttcaCm 
Falls down before it! w^ilft the tortur'd Frame, 
f^ikc a Ship'dafli'd By fierce enqoiintring Tydes, 
And of her Pilot fpoird* drives roupd and round ^ 
The Sport of Wind and Wave. 

P0llan. What's to be done ? 
Heaven guard Jriefia's Life. Tillt lovM hcr^ , 
My Bofowi never knew what hwas to fear. 
2$ut now niy Courage melts, and my fix'd Bes^rt, 
That could To late have born me dauntlefi up 
Agaiiift the Fape ojf Danger, and impett'd mc 
To dare the tihyan Lyon*s armed Jaws, 
Beats faint, and trembles with a thourond Fears ^ 
As if its Strings were worn from their tough Subftancc 
Fmc.aa.xSpidcy-s Threads. Do thou, Pbraorusy 
A.ttend the (iuccn to mollify her Rage : 
111 to drtefia% and if I am dcnyM 
3rhe calmPoflc^onqf a Pn^ze fp fair. 

My rigid Fate till Peath will 1 deplore, 

Decp-te'd in Gxicf| ^nd nc*er know Comfort more; 

1/fj Phraorte^ i$ ping of:, Euifienes and Atlkmnes 
f»efit hifH. ^';;-'' 

Mum. Whence fprings (his new Difijrd&r ia the 
Queen r -' - 

la cveryFace, wherc-c'er i turn my Eyei, , 
Appear the marks of Horror and Am^s^e. 

Pbra. I fear fome Planet of a JFatal Afpc£t 
Rules in the Sky, and with malignant Beams 
Sheds its dire Influence oo this dreadfijfl Day, 
Bufy in our Dcftruction. : 

$nkt 
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Entir Miazbafiifyi . . 

M^. Heav'n avert 
Thcfc Portents, and prefcrvc our Empire fafc! 
Juft as I entered, tbe high golden Image 
Of our great Empreft, in the Palace-fquare, 
From its foundation fhook, and fell to Ground $ 
And, as I crofs'd yon Street, a haughty Youth 
With trait'rous Praaicc ftirr'd the Populace 
To vile Sedition, and prophan'd the Quccn«. 
With juft Refentment warm'd, one that ftood by hitn 
Vnlheath'd his Sabre in her honeft Caufe, - , . 
And clove the Head of the inglorious Traytor. 
Alarm'd, I joynM the Crowd, and faw him grin 
In the (harp Pangs of Death, whom ftrait I knew 
For young Barzanesy the fierce Libyif» Lord. 
Jrfant. Barzanes/ Rsl^ l {hudderat the Thought! 

{fo Eum. 
Eum. Nam*d he not his Accomplices, my Lord? 
Mir. Quick from the Stroke his Body funk awa^, 
And his Tongue loft the Faculty of Speecb,^ 

Pbra. 'Tis not for nought that all thefeTiupli)ltan(e^ 
The State is in Diforder, and' thtf Sicknefe " 

Of our affli6fced Queen has mov*d the Minds 
Of our proud Foes, for fuch 'tis faid arc many 
Within the City^ on this fad Occafion 
To work tfa^ir fell Defigni. Mirza^ 4o thou 
Double the PaUce-Gyards. FII to the Queen, 
And try to fpotb her Mind. Would ihc but once 
Throw off this Load that prefles down her Soul, 
AH might be well ag^in. VRxH^ 

Eum. What Madnefs moy'd BMrzams fiiriouf Soul 
To fuch untimely Rage ! 

Stiter Axartes^ 

jlrfam. You come, opportunely, 
To know from what a Danger wcVe been favM« 
Alas, the Hand of Ruin was upon us ^ 

C 4 Svctt 
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Eycn yet I tremble, like the Wretch who ftaod» 
Amidft an Earthquake} when the horrid Gulph^ 
That open!d wide, has clos*d it? dreadful Jaws, 
^e fhudders ftill, and dreads ^ fccond Shock. 

rafli Barzanes ! 

Axa,r. Rafli, unthinking Boy! 

1 heard hiip openly revile the Queen ^ 

And all enflam-d with flage to fee. his Folly, 
\V^ith my keen Sabre felPd him to the Qround| . 
Lef); feii'd he had impeach'd us to the Queen^ 
And made our glorious Eoterprizc mifcarry. 

Eum. Thanks to the happy 3tow. Methinks, rsy^ 
Friends, ' ^ * 

^ome Power unfecn o'cr-warches all our Actions, 
And ftamps *em with Succeis. Still Fortune fmijes % 
JE*cn half the Palace-Guards attend our Will. 
Let bqt Arfamms fpeak, and the deep Dungeons 
And numerous Prifons pour their Thoufands iot%\^ 
Who long have groan'd inChainSi all bold and fierce $, 
They curfe impatiently the lingering Hours, 
T|)at check their Ardour, and delay their Vengeance^ 

Axa^. By Heav*n, my Heart be^tj Tranlporc at tl|p 
Thought! 
Js't DQt a Shame, my Lords, that fuch an Empire 
Shou*d bow thus to a Love-fick Woman^s Yoke? 
P Perfta^ Perfia / Lo, to what is funk 
Thy once great Majefty ! Where are thy Armies, 
Thy God-like Heroes, and immortal Squadrons? 
I've feen the Time, when fcarce a Day pafe'd by 
Unmark'd ^ith Conqueft. How Tve feen thy Armies 
l^bur on the Foe, all fierce, and (launch as Lions, 
Wild as Ttfefatian Bulls, like rufting Waters 
That deluge all the Plains, deftrudive, dreadful. 
But now, O Stain to Glory, Fall of Honour ! ^ 
Our Heroes languiih with ingloriotis Eafc i 
Our Armies ftarv'd, neglefted, fcarce Can bear 
An eafy March, and faint beneath their ^rms* 
Put if by chancethcy gain a Vi6toryj 

'• • • ^ ' .. Ti$ 
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TTis chroiiicrd a Wondpr! and the State 
Muft bear a Month's Debauch. Immortal Gods ! 
"Why do you fuffcr our mpft valiant Men . 

To pine neg|e£tcd thus ? While Fool$ and Coward^,^ 
Pandars to Vice, gay, glaring, well-drefs*d Coxcombs^ 
Who dare not face a Foe, fuck up like Ivy , 
The noble Moifture of the Royal Tree, 
That withers and decays, 'till fcarce the Shade 
Of -Majefty remains. ' 

Eum. This Night OJympia^ 
.With all her Minion?, dies. 

Arfam. How fair a Scene 
Shall then our Eyes behold ! But let's be cautious^ 
Since we've thus far climb'd up th' Afcent of Honour^ 
Sinpe thro* fuch Toils we've almoft reacb'd the Top, 
lL,et each be qircumfpcftj let Itriacft Judgment 
Fore-run each Step. The Queen, from theleaft Spark 
May kindle into Jealoufy, and )>laft 
Our flow'ring Hopc;s, You know, fecf mighty Spititl 
Have you forgot with what heroic Ardour 
She rme to curb the City's late Rebellion? 
Almoft unguarded, how (he rufliM away 
At the loud Summons ? Her Majeftic Beauty 
£nf:reas'd and brighten'd by the Tumults round htf\ 
Her daring Spirit, and ur^^aken Courage, 
More wond'rous 'midft ^h Charms, caught cv'ry 

Hearty 
The Tumults funk, deftruftive Uproar ccas'd. 
While ihe ferenely (bone amid the Calm, 
Like the clear Star, that rifing o'er the Maia 
Allays the Winds that tofs the foaming Wavc% 
And charm the fiormy Tempeft into Peace. 

Enter Phraortcs. 

Pbra. Thanks to Axartes' Arm! Thus fays, the 
Queen: 
Thanks to Axartes^ wbo in fuch a Time, 
'^idil furious' Fa3;ions^ and rebellious Rage, 

DarM 
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DarM to aflcr? the Caufe of her and Empire; 
And may.Rjetellion ftill find iUcb a Scourge! 
But Where's the Prince PaOantus? I hayc Matters 
Of high Importance to declare to him* . . , 

jtitfam. Yonder he moves. He fee? you^ and ap- 
' proaches. 
My Lord, >l^e all retire, and l.ca,ve you to hm [JBxr. 

Ent€r Pallaotus. 

PaJJan. Crods, is it true, Pbraortesj that Olympic 
Has doom'd Jrttfia dead ? Behold, he weeps ! 
His Tongue's unable to exprefs its Charge, 
But his Eyes tell me, and his feded Cheek 
Speaks fometbing wond'rous fad, above all Words. 
Say, could fiie dare ! 

Bhra. Oh had you feeo her, raving even to Madnefs, 
Beat her fafar Bofom, and reproach the Gods 
With all the Agonies of Grief; even thus 
I found her when I went ? A-while fhc rav'd, 
•Then on a fuddeii fofter Faffions roTe, 
Deep Sighs broke out, and tnelting Sorrows flow'd- 
Her pitying VirginS| fixM in awftil Grief, 
• Mourn'd round her Cbuch, and echoed back her 

Groans. 
That Heav'hly Fire, which once with Gleams of Glory 
Shone thro- her Eyes, and Hgh):cn'd up her Charms, 
|n Woe feem*d quite extkift.- Then ftrait again 
Rage fweird Jicr Form, and jhreatcnM in her Look: 
Her radd'mug Bofotn heaved, her glowing l^yc^ 
Parted a Stream of jPire, the furious Paffioh .' 
Shook her whole Frame, diftorted every Feature j 
Her Voice grew more cnlkrg'd;^ as when the God 
Ruflies tumultuous on the tortur'd Breaft 
Of his prophetic Prieft. Then 'midft her Fury 
She gave this Dagger, with a ftern Command * 
To plunge it in her hated Rival's Breaft, 

Pallan, Firft let Confufion and eternal Difcord 
Rage o*cr ail Nature, evVy goldeii Star '^ 

■ 'Be? 
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Be melted from its Orbj ihc vaft Abyfe . 
Of Waters fwallow up the crambliog Earth, 
'Till univerfal Cbaos reign again, 

Pi&r<i. Hear me, hear me fpeak^ 

Pallan, Hear thee! fpr what ? Thou Slave! thoa 

/ hoary ViUainl 
The Serpent's Poifon, and thd Raven's Croak 
Fall from thj ]jfps« Doft thou too feek her Blood? 

Pbra^ No J but ply on pe, ibc's yet fecure ; . 
I'll guard her Lifo wit|i mine. Look on me. Prince } 
Does this x>ld hoary Head, this furrow'd Face 
Betray a Villain? Think 'on my pail ^ervice ^ 
Your ipighty jFather lov'd, and wot^M' believe me ; 
He often prov'd my Truth, in War, in Peace } 
Our Toils and Pleafures ever were the fame, 
fTillhis laft fatal Night— 

Pallan. O fpare the Mention ! 
Pardon the Tranfport cff my boilii^ Youths 
Forgive me, good Pbrastus^ apd Q fpcak, 
For I am all Attention. 

Pbra. Thus, my Prince. 
You know that openly to opfK>fe the Queen,' 
Might fpread a Scene of Blood and Ruin round m^ 
DettruftivQ to the States perhaps, t' endanger 
Your facred Life. Commit the fair Jrtefia, 
To my Difpofal, fafcly I'll convey her 
From (he (Queen's jealous Ilage. Her Royal; F«thfri. 
Who rules in Cyfrus^ langui(hes out Life , 
In iTeariifQr his unhappy Oauighter's 3onda^f;^ 
Thither fhe flies to-nighr, with fecret Joy 
Her Sire receives her, imd aiEfts the Frapd, . . 
Thus wc deceive Oiympia. 1 have more 
To oflfer, but the Princels moves this Way/ 
The reft at fcifurcj I retire a while. lExit. 

Pallan. Lo, how Ihc looks ! Hard-hearted, cruel 
Queen, 
To urge her Fate, on whom e*en Savages 
Might gaze with Wonder, and forget their Fierceneff. 
"-^ - ■ Hcp 
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Her Eyes ^art Love around, and her fair Cheeky . 
Glow as if Medcfty herfclf fat there, 
Bluniing Reproof to Vice. 

Enter Artefia. 

'Arte. Wh^fe has my Prince be?n wandring from 
thfefe Arms ? 
Oh I have fought thee long 5 Amfia\ Heart 
Can feel no Joy when thou art from my Sight. 
.Doft thou mourn too, Pallantus ? Round the Court 
Nothing but Scenes of Sorrow meet my View. 
Now, as I pafs*d along, the Queen rum*d by me, 
Furious and wild, all difcompos'd wich Rage. 
Her angry Eyes, like fanguine Meteors gleaming. 
Shot Terror to my SouL 

Pallan. Ah poor Artefia ! 
Thou little thinjk'ft what the relcntlefs Rage 
Of Fate has formed to hiyrt thy Peace of Mind, 
Alas, I fear I have undone thy Quiet. 

Arte. No, thojx art all the bounteous Heavens could 
give 
To uyc me from Defpair, thy Love has fix*d me 
Above the utmoft Malice of my Fate. 

PaUoH. My Love ' thqu beauteous Innocent ! alas, 
*Tis that has led thee 'nridft the Snares of Death : 
Oh, it has driven thee to moft frightful Dangers, 
Yet thou go*{i fmiling on. Did'fT thou but know. 
Sure thou would' ft hate my Prefence, drive me out 
From thy dear Bread, nor cherifh there an Image 
So fatal to thy Reft. 

Arte. Alas ! what niean you ? 
•Tis not in Nature thus to change my Heart : 
Be thou but true, and I defire no more. 
With thee PIl dare oppofe the wbrft of Fate j 
And if I ceafe to love my Royal Lord, 
In every Fortune, tho* we are far driven 
From the Society of human kind. 

May fomc unheard<;of Miierjr fall on me, 

':-■■■' ' . ^ If 
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If Vd not take thee mourning to my Bread:, 
Sboth thee with gentle Talk to foft Repofe, 
E'en die with Pleafure to preferve PallaniusS 

Pallan. Tal^'ft thou of Death? Methinks the dret^t 
ful Tyrant 
Should drop his Dart, to wonder at thy Beauties. 
Thougrcateft Good that Heav'n can c'erbeftowl 
I cannot think with Patience on thy Death. 
Could I e'er part from thee ? 

jlrte. I trace the Marks 
Of fomcthmg wondrous dreadful in your Looks ^ 
How your Eyes roll and glare ! why was that Groatt 
Half-fmother*d? Let me know. 

Pallan. My Beft-belov'd, 
I would not have thy tender Bofom feel 
The flighteft Pain of what Fve lately felt, 
To be the World's folc Lord. 

jflrte. Rcfufe me not I 

The Privilege of joining in your Sorrows.' 

Pallan. Search not my Thoughts too nearly, left tho» 
find / 

Something to damp thy Soul. O I could gaze 
Ev'n 'till my Eye-ftrings crack. Is it then juft 
That this moft lovely Creature be fct ujp 
A Mark, *gainft which Misfortune muft difcharge 
All her envenomM Shafts ! O my Artefia^ 
Hence, let*s away, from the Queen's jealous Rage, 
Know, Tve prepared thee a fecurc Retreat > 
Whither Pbraortes waits e'en now to bear thee. 
Fly whilft the Heav'ns permit i and when the Nighf 
Spreads her dark Shades, propitious to my Wifhes, 

In thy dear Arms Til feek my loft Repofe, 

Arid lofc in Love the Memory of my Woes. [^Exe4 



ACT 
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ACTm. SCENE t 

Enter Azartes aiul Eumenes. 

Axdr. \^^ armM, all ready fary you for tlic Charge > 
JlX Etttn. E'cQ fo I impatiently they wait to 
burft V 
From their donfincment^ Uk€ imprifon'd Winds 
That ftorra indignant thto* their hollow Caves^ 
And labour for a Vent. 

jfxar. But Where's jlyfdtHfUa^ lyith the other Leaders ?' 

Eum. Each at his Place afiign^d^ 
To animate the Troops; Your Stand, jtxartes^ 
Isat the Weftern Tower; thither youMl haftc. {Exiti 

Axar. Surely in this high Tide of Rage and Love^ 
The Prince ihall joihus. His illuftHous Name 
Would fatiftify the Deed, and fix our Strength 
Inviolably firm. The Queen has fcnt 
Him Orders to attfend her 5 and this Way 
Muft lead him to licr. Lo, hc'« here already. 

EnUT Falkntus. 

Pallan. Jxartts! Gtiardian tif my early Youtl);? 
Thou bfavcft Warrioiir, atid finccreft Friend ! 
After the Storms Tve long been combating. 
Thou art the Rock on which I'll reft a wxiile : 
Hence look with Horror on the lllslVc fcap'd^ 
And -ponder on the Ruirt that may follow. 

jfxar. Alas, my Prince^ your many Injuries 
Swell my big Woes, and rive my Heart afundef* 
What ihall 1 do to ferve you ? You well know 
You need but to command. 

Pallan. 
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PaJkft. Thus ha;vc I ever found thee. 
Brave, undcfigningy generous and (incere. 

jfxar.^ I \fr€tild wferyc cihe Praifes yoU'bcftoy* • ~ 
Think ottyourfovVi :tirt^al 

Pallan. O Axartes^ 
Say not ^ Wprd of b^. Virtue like hers, 
J^refs'd down by (bch Misfortunes, makes my Heart 
. Shed Drops of Blood for every Wrong Ihc bears. 

Aixar. Why thfn revenge your felf upon the Heart 
Of that imperious Woman who has caus'd 'em. 
Indeed, my Prince, a thoufand Paffions arm 
/ In this fad Bireaft, I'm tortur'd hito Fury» 
To fee fuch Injuries go unreveng^d. 

Pallan. W hat ihould I do, Ax^rUs ? Thou art honeft i 
Thou know*ft the ardent Glowings of my Soul, 
Thou know'ft my Love, — O, f could curfe -— ^^ 
: Axar. Thp Qyeen? 

Pallan. Ay, Heaven, the Queen, tny fcif, and ^11 
Mankind. 

Axar. Suppofcl point you out a Way at once 
To give Revenge its Fill ? To hurl Qlympia 
From her proud Throne to grovel in the Quft ? . 

Pallan. What, {hall I prove a Trgytor ? Is it fo? 
Wouldft thou provoke thy Prince to ftain bis Honourl^; 
Break thro' the Laws that Heaven imposed upon us. 
And proudly fpurn at (acred Majefty ? 
No, \tt me rather groan beneath Misfortunes, 
* Swell with my gathering Sorrows 'till I, burft, 
^ Ere dare oppofe the Juftice of the Gods, 
In that, their brighceft Image. / 

Axar. Can you be 
So cold ? By Heaven, I could recount a Tale 
Should animate the very Walls, e'en make 
Yon folid Statues kindle into Life, 
And cry aloud for V.epgeance % rouze your Fatheri 
At Mid-day, from the iron Sleep of Death, 
To thunder fierce Revenge in your deaf Ears, . 
For murther*d InnociMice. Arfefia too ' i * 

" Pall4nl 
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Pallan. As thou dofl; love me, fay no more of hct^ 

jgxar. I muft, I will go on. My Tongue, alas ! 
Could dwell for ever on the mournful Theme, 
•Till Words were wanting, fpeak of her Misfortunes^ 
Surely you never lov'd her. 

Pallan. Ha, not lovt her! 
Witnefs, ye Hdav'ns, if e*er was Love like mine.. 
Witncfs, ye Hours, that faw my Joys and Painsi 
My Joys and Pains, that were for her alone. 
When I ftood wondering at her awful Beauties, 
Gaz'd on her Eyes, or languifh'd on her Lip. 
Did (he e'er joy, but 1 was all in Raptures, 
Or ever grieve, but I was all in Tears ? 

jixar. Had you then feen th' Injuftice of her Fate,. 
Had you but feen her ! how my aching Hearc 
Bleeds at the Thought ! Alas, 'twas wondrous fad ! 
Extravagance of Woe ! How had you rav'd. 
How beat your Breaft, defacM that God-like Image, 
And curs'd the cruel Scars ! 

PsUan. What canfl: thou mean ? 

Jxar. Had you beheld her when the curs*dPi&r^^r/^i 
Bar*d her white Bofom ! 

Palhn. Ha! 
•' 4^ar. Oh , had you feen 
The fatal Dagger gleaming in his Hand, 
Aniil her Breaft heaving at the cruel Point. 
But when flie funk away, all pale and dead— ^ 

Pallan. Dead! dead! Jxartes^ Dead? 

jtxar. Lo, every Eye 
Sheds Tears of Pity at the fad Occafion, 
And yet are you a Stranger to her Death? 
You, whom it oioft concerns. Whofc ready Arni 
Should have- rufli*d in, and turn'd the Blow afide 
From her moft precious Life. 

Pallan: You faw her not? 

Jfcar. Alas, I heard her plead in vain for Pity, 
And faw her funk beneath the murthcfing Knife, 
That deeply. drank her Blood. The purple Stream 

Fortfe^ 
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Forth-gpfhing from the Woundi ftain*d h^x fair Bofora } 
. Whilft, as it flow'd, her Head, and Wry Neck 
Un^new'd, languid, from her Shoulders hang; 
Her beauteous Treffes fcattcr'd m the Duft, 
Were foul with clotted Gore,. Yet ev'h in Death 
Your Name in broken. Sounds fell from her Tongue j 
With her laft dying Breath flie call'd on you. 
Pattan. O cruel Queen ! Barbarous, falfc Phraortes / 
Jlxar. Oh, what a dreadful Scene my Fancy paints^ 
To fee her in the Agonies of Death, 
Faint, gafping, pale ! Her dim Eyes rolling round. 
Now closM in Deatji, her faded Lips all white I 

Pallan. Alas, poor Wretch ! ^iV^rm,0 fupportmef 
Long have I ftood the Storm, but now its Rage, 
In fpite of all Refinance, beats me down. [^Falling. 
jixkr. O rile, PMantus 5 rife, for Honour's fake. 
Pallan. Ay, and for Vengeance 5 But my Tears will floWji 

1 c6uld ever weep. Dead ! dead, ArttfiSl 

Axar. How his fierce Sorrows tear him I X^Jfide* 
Ho, Pallataus! 

' Pallan. Come then, Revenge, and with thee bring 
along 
Thy barbarous Racks, thy Scorpions^ Daggers, Whips, 
The Torch of Difcord, that *twixt deareft Friends, 
'Twixt Sifters, Brothers, Parents and their Children. 
Kindles eternal Hate 5 at the dire Blaft 
My Nature (hall be changed, and my hot Blood 
Turn into Gall. Inftru£t me, O Axartts^ 
Give me but Vengeance. Yes, I will have Vengeaixcp, 

A»ar. You fhall. But fwcar that you'll be ever fccret, 
And rildifclofe to you the grcateft Scheme . 
That e^er was laid to favc a finking People, • 
And fatisfy Revenge. 

Pallan. By my great Parents difcontentcd Ghofts, 
By my Artefia\ ever-injur'd Shade, 

1 fwcar. 

Axar. Then, in thefc Tablets, read, my Prince, 
What ,mighty Men, with Hearts of Rcfolution, 

D Wait 



Digitized by 



Google 



54 Tl&^ViiiGiiuQyEEi^: 

--, . •-*««. WouW vou enroll your Name; 

-Pa«*». 'Tisdonej do with mc what, thou wilt. 

Let 'enfall ril, my Soul » up m Arm,. • 

Axar. At Night we give the Signal. 

Pailau. Why fo long? . . j .^ 
IMl CThis lolUnt to h%r, hurl her ^^^^_^^^ . , 
ind\bhertotheHcart.Off-~g.^^^^^^^ , 

Jxar. The Game at length » rouxp, ana inow 
ftanch Hell-hounds, . 

Revenge and Slaughter, foon fcall hunt her down. 

Enter Euryonc. 

•%'^;YourWife,myLord,.ifyetu«kindly^ ' 
•V JJc not refoW'd to throw me &om yourArnwz 

Lo^An thefe Eyes, which you ^ cjt bave ^& ^ , 
• With eager loy J behold 'era quench dm Tears:- 

Look o?thi» Breaft, on which youVe laui your «ead. 
So many Day«, fo many chearful N.ght^^ 
And vow'd eternal Love ^ behold it heave 
With Sighs unnumber'd. . 

Asear Sav, what means my Lovef . 

Imj. 0?lhattheForceofWayers,^orweemngEyes, 
Could change this dreadful Purpofe of your Soul! 
.Pd weep for ever, hang for ever on you. _ _ 

Z^ n^, fay'it thou Woman! Are tbefeTcarsfor 

£tffy"bKdo not turn your Eyes thus ftemlyonme, 
For all I fay is Tendemefs and Love. 
Oh think what horrid Dangers threaten round you. 

That may involve you in a world of Woes, 
AndbSryoudownto Death. Think^couldyouleaYCme? 

Andis£«r>wfoflightlypriz'd? • 

That you thus venture your dear, lacred hAW, • 
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In fuch a cunM Dcfign^ with bloody Ruffians. 
Should youfuccced, ycc Guile muft ftain Succcfe, 
Biic ihould you fail ! Alas, tho horrid Thought ! 
Surely my Heart would never be at Reft 5 
Weeping Vd mowrn the live-long Hours awayj 
Smile at all other Griefs, 'till Death's cold Hand 
Lay my Head bwy and free me from my Sorrow^. 

^.Mor. Ti^ me no farther with thy foft compIainiBg. 
I muft proceed. Dry up thy falling Tears: 
Fate calls me on, the mighty Hour's »t hand. 
• Eary. Oh be not thus ftill obftinate in III. 
Forbear to Ihedmy Royal Miftrefe' Blopd, 
Forbear to flay the Qj^etn. O, could you {lay her ! 
The (jucen, fe great, beaevqlent and good. 

jixar. Confider what thou fey'ft, and think, JSur^^j 
How poor Artefia^t merancholic Shade^ 
That now, perhapt, is hovering near this Place, 
Frow;i9 at (uch w ords as tbofc. Think qq her Fate, 
Thus guiltlefs doopa'd by the Qgoen's haughty PowV; 

Enry. What was all that, huf an Excefs of Love? 
Urg'd on by which, ihe did die knew hot what. 
And fure were mine her Fate, had I b/cen doomed 
To ,£be a Rival in Axartes^ ^t^ 
I too, if poflible, had wrought her Riitn. 
Yet had you fcen Qlymfia^ when Pibraortes 
Brought her the Steel, the Blood y^ droppidg&om itj 
Oh had you fcert hjcr, fureyouHbad rclcmed. 
Stupid with Grief ihe ilood, and wildly flaring. 
Was dumba^whilejbut when her Wofos found Wfy,* 
How did (he curfe herfelf the guiU]ik Caufe^ 
How did ihe curfe the Hand that jg^ve the Wound I 
ijow tear her fcatter'd Locksj ^nd beat faer SreaA i 
*Till flic dropt Icnfcleft in iier Virgins Arms, 
And languifli'd for a*wh^le. Then, fiercely fpringing^ 
<^ite frantic rofe, her ewry Adion m^i 
And all her Talk disjoinrted and €o«fus.'d. 
Sure you muft pity her. Let roc then haftCj 
Declafe your Councils^ ^ (ec^rcaPord^o. 

D ^ Axaf\ 
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Amr. Beware, or fwift Perdition fcizes on tliee. 
V\\ hear no more. \Bnaks anjuaj. 

Eury. He's gone, alas, he's gone ! 
Rage in his Eye, and Frowns upon his Brow* 
Alas, he once was kinder, far, far kinder! 
But, ah, why talk I of what once he was? 
Surely his Date of Love is at an End, 
Elfe could he leave mc thus? Surely Tm chang'd: 
The few frail Beauties he was wont to praifc 
Have ftcd my Cheeks, and i*mno more the fame. 
And he can love no more. Good Hcav*n, the Queen! 
Pid evec Eye behold a Sight fo fad ! 
Weep then, ye Skies j ye ftony Rocks, relent I 
Ye MLountains mourn her Woes, fincc Man, ftcrn Man, 
Di(iiains to breathe a Sigh, or drop a Tear. 

Enter Q\ym^\% fuppurted by Virgins. 

Olym. ril go no farther, here let me repofe, 
Be this my Bridal Bower > the Groves around , 
Shall echo to my Joys, melodious Birds 
Shall fing my Nuptials, and yon towVing Pines 
Bend down to fhroud me with a fragrant Shade. 
Behold he comes j my lovely Bridegroom comes. 
All frefh and blooming as the youthful Spring. 
Soft wanton Zephyrs fan his blufliing Beawies, 
And his Locks dance upon the balmy Breeze ^ 
A Gale of Odours iffiies frond his Lips: 
He comes, he haftcs, he ruflics to my Arms^ 
T'ranfporting Sight ! 

Eury. She doats on the Illufion ! 
And fancies Tranfports fhe muft ne'er enjoy. 

Olymp^ Ah, but Ariefia claims him from my Love, 
She claims him all. And Ihall I give him back? 
Refign thofe Charms for which fo long I've figh'd, 
JVIourn'd all my Days, and languifliM out my Nights ? 
Yes, were he ten times dearer than he is, 
I'd yield him up to her. Hafte then, my Virgins, 
Bid her attend me, let Arteft^ come, 

Her 
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Her Beauties blooming, her fair Trcflcs flowing j 
Bid her put on her brighcefi Looks to-day, 
TThis is her bridal Day. 
Eury. Alas, Olympiaf 

Olym. Tell her the Prince attends her in the Temple, 
The holy Prieft prepares the facred Rites, 
And Incenfe rolk in fragrant Wreaths to Hcav'n. 

Eury. Oh howfhc raves j 'Tiswildeft Frenzy all!-^ ^ 
Did not yoUr Royal Mandate fpcak her Death ? 

Olym. Why am I not obey'd? An't I your Queen? 
Alas, you all confpire with my Misfortunes, 
To aggravate my Pains, and fwcU my Sorrows. 
Fly then, ye Winds, and bear my Meflagc to her i, * 
This very moment joins her to the Prince I 
My fclf with Flow'rs will ftrew the Nuptial BawV, 

[Sinks on Eary* .. 

Eury. Oh that (he'd here recline, 'till pitying Hcav'a 
Raze from her Mind the Traces of her Woe. 

Olym. Where ata I? Oh, 'tis heavy on my Head« 
Her Death, alas, lies heavy on my Head.. 
Where is the Prince Pallantus ? Will he cpme ? . ? 
I've wrongM him much, tranfported by my Love^^ . 
IVc done—— let me not think of it, for qb 
TheProfpeft's deep, 'tis deep^ 'tis black and dccp,^ ' 
And my crai^^'d Brain will rage and fplit afunder. 

jB»/^r Palkntus, - ^ 

Ha, fave me from him ! What have I to do 
With ought like thee? I muft not, cannot love^ 
For I have lov'd, alas, too much already, 
A Youth more glorious than the Noon-day Sua 
Chajrm'd mv fond Heart, yet falfc as fleeting Air^ 
Rough as tne Seas, and harder than the Rocks^ 
Yet I'll not blame him, tho' he be nxy Ruin. 
Why ihould I blame the Stream, whofe flafliing Waves 
Drown the poor Wretch that rafhly plunges in. 
Pallan. Whence comes this fudden Damp upon m.y 

Heart! 
: 5 1 
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i cannot .ftttb her tievw : Her ftaotte Sorrow^ 
ike ftrong Encharfrments, hftv€ unncrv'd my Arm. 

OJjm. .Who art thou?. Say. Mtfthinfcs I ought » 

t . bite thce^ 
And yet could ftanfd mA gaze fdt ever en tbce^ 
In fayage Dcfarts wohdfer at thy Beauties, 
Feariefe, tho* howlifig Menfters grliin'd aroufiid | 
XVith Trafjf^ort view thee 'imd* the wreck of Nature % 
'Midft Sx««*riis^ add Ipircs, and Waves, and cn«&ifig 

Worlds, ■• . .^r 

Grafp thefe with J&f. nor thmk opoft iiiy Rtiki. 
If thduVt fotoe ayry MtSebger frpni Heaved, 
JFor fuch thou feem'ft bythyl3right*beamTngRadianoej| 
And com^ft to waft mc to tV Efyjian Shadtt, 
jSciide me, O guide me, with thy Sacred Wand, 
Thr^' the dark Horrefrs of the dreary Way | 
Tht ihadoJ«ry iPeopie t?f th* inferml Woftd 
Sbafl paPt, and fakicly murmur as I pafs. 
See there ! jtrpejia in the Myrtle Gtotcs, 
Basks in eternal Joy, fhe felafps her Prin^e^ . * 

But ftwsrns as I paS by. Tho grinhteg Fariei 
tcap from their Den, and bi-afftdiffii *igh their WhipsI 
p favf me, fev-e me I Sce^ the carlteg Sttafces 
prop tbek black fV)i{bii^ now th^y mount aloft, 
Now twift in horrid Vohmiai round my Neck. 
Ah! ^ \SinksAway^^ 

Pallan. Revenge, where art thou ? Q nay Rdbliftioit ! 

i - ^ \ w^?- 

Eury. Juft Hcave^i prdfervfe tha <^cen! 

Olym-. OfF, give mc Air! . ' . . 

p Hcav'n, bow dark f How is the FacejofNattJtb 
Changed on a fuddcn! . The Night's browneft f^ftipror^ 
Shame my dim Eye?, 1 dye fbjf want of Air^ 
pff> would you ftifle me? 

Pallm. ShegaTps, and heaves, / 

M if the Agonies of Death were on Iter. ^ 

£ury. Prepare fome Mufic, Mufic m^ cotiipofe 
^ ' I' - ' Her 
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Het ruM'd Bnk&i and cluiraL »^si.y Iter Piioji. 

£7tf an AttenilaHt -who Exit. 
What ft ftfange Harock have her ito^hty iSricfa * 
Made » her beauteous. Frame ! Support ber gently. 
Amazing Change i Behold how pale that Cheek* 
Where ottce th« Gracds danc'd j wKofe full-blowo 

Could charm all Hearts but yours. \To Pallan. 

- .... : . IStftMii/ieisktifrd. 

Olym. Ha, whenc* is that ? 
"What whifpcring Voice divine! My lazy Spirit* 
Dance to the Sound, asmurmurlng Waters foft. 
Kind and refrefliing as the fpicy Gale. {Mufk a$ain, 
'Tis wfcll. I'm very *(rcak. O bear me up. 
Th* Prince! Alas, aad IS it poffible ! 
Could you Ifet fiill » Tear to mourn my Sorrows ? 
*Tis wond'roUS kind^ ftr «iore than I defcrve. 
Since I've fo «r«atly wroag'4 you. O I am ffck, 
Even to Death. Condu6k me to d»y Chamber j _ 
ToReft,ifpoffibld [.led of , 

PaJIatt. What now remains 
For me? Rei^eflge I connM. I'll not think, 
De(|>ad» hangs on me, Nature ftarts to Madn^fs; . 
I fhall run wild, fly to the Savage Defarts, 
And Joyn theha^pi& Shafts. 

JEnter Phraortei. 

O Villain, Monftcr! ■ ■ 

How dar'fi: thou meet the Tempeft of my Wrath? 
Far fafer migfit the ittiarm*d Hunter rufh 
Into the Lyon's Den. O that thou ftood^ft 
Powerful in Arms, as they whofe Giant Rage 
Brav'd ?fac Aim ighty Thunderer in Battle -, 

{Layi bold itt hi^ 
Tlxuf great, to fall a noblw $acrifice|| 
.To my moft juft Revenge. 
P^^5 Ala^ my Prince I 
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Pallan. Ha, doft thou trembk? ; What could'ft thoii 
cxpea? 
Thought'ft thou Age ihou'd skreenthee frommyFiir{E? 
O impudent Surmize! .My Wife! O Traytor! 
Hell (hall invent new Pains to torture thee. 
Deft thou not fee ev^n now the ftartiog Furies 
Shake their dire Whips ^ and chide my tardy Veii«> 
geancc? 

Phra. Hear mc, Sin {Lap boU gn his Sword. 

Pallan. My Wife! my Wife I 

Pbra. Will you hear me? 

Pallan. My Wife! Away. 

Pkra, Think not your Rage 
Could (hake my ftedfad Soul. I have a Sword 
Whqfe- Force my. Countty's Foes have often fcltj 
And tho' twice thirty Winters h^ve unnerv'd 
The Arm that bore iti when Oci^ifion prompts^ 
Yet does it dare to fliield its injur'd Lord 
JFrom Infolence and Wrong. 

P^//di». Confufion! Brav'd thusJ- 
Pi&r^. Only hear me fpeak. 
And if I do not prdvc my Honour clear ***- 

Pallan. Ha, fay 'ft thou, Wretch! is therein Honour 
ought 
Could move thee to obey the QueeO) in what 
Even Hell itfclf difowns ? Thus, coldly thus. 
To (hcd the Blood of lanoccilcc To pure : 
The rigid Sentence in the Qpeeo was nought 
Tkxt the ftrpng Impulfe of diftrafting Paffion j 
THine was th' EfFed of thinking Villany, - 
That kills for killing fake. 

Pbra, Were that my Giirlt, 
This Rage were all too little j but your Wife 
Still lives: Fve fnitth*d her from the Dart-of Death, 
And put my own old Bofom to the, point 
To fave her Life. Nay, ftrike me dead, iny Princ?, 
If you not find the Truth pf what IVe (aid. 
The Arts I us'd to ilrengthen thro' the Court 

The 



Digitized by 



Google 



TJ&f V I kc I N Qu ? E «• 7 4^ 

The Credit of her Death, were ail (6 powerful. 
That none, not even youfclf, but were deceived- 
But, for a flxongcr Proof — my royal Lord, 
The Violence of Rape in which I found yoi^ 
Difordcr'd to my Mind, that I forgot 
To give-this Paper, where the beauteous Prinjceft, . 
With her own Hand attefts her Life and Safety, ^^'-rrf 
£C?/w^,Pallan. /^ Paper ^ nubicb be fgads^ 
Behold warm Tranfport kindles in his Breaft, '-] ,;. \ 
And fmiles o'er all his Face* rr , - a 

Pallan. 'Tis her's! She lives! ' ,[ ^^Jx 

rufhing Raptures of ecftatic Joy] . . V^j 
Swift let me wing me to her Arms, there teU Iwv-iT 
In broken Murmurs, betwixt fond Embraces, r,?. A/i 
What Pains Pve born; and when I h(rfd hqr ck'^ 
Own that my mighty Pains are well repay^d; ■ ;, ], r 
Tranfporting Thought I O Ecftafy of Joy ! / V > ^ 
Artefia lives, recall'd from Death to' Life! -' r -r. l 
Henceforth let none defpain — Thou good old Mao* • 
Can*!! thoq forgive the Fury of my Palfion, . ? . 1 
That dafdaccufe thy Virtue? When I think ^ ; i \ 
How I have wrongM thee, ftruck with wiM Con^CRii 

1 fcarce dare look upon thy hoary Age... , . « ., / .» 
That fav'd me from Defpair, and in return : t; 
Has been affronted thus by my Reproaches- V, niVV^ 

PbrOr. Be that forgotten now. Indeed, 'twas?wiF^|p 
To doubt my Honour thus. - I lov'd ypfur.Fathpf^ . ' { 
That wdndVous Man, whofe God-l^ke SVamp^ubcvf 
And for his Sake, wliom once I calfd my i^icnd,^ ; j \^* 
Would I cxpofc my Life in your DefcWc} ^ ;. . i 

PMan. Exalted Virtue ! Sure the Heaycns,(h^l(pour 
Their Bleffings down, with a free giving Hand, 
On Truth fo like their own. 

Pbra. Lo, my Son comes upon wj and his Looks, 
If I miftake not, fpeak fome earner; Bufineis. 
I'll hear him, then ppndui^ you to the Princefs. 

'* y (;£;^// Pallan. 

•'*. \ \ £nfer 
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' \ Sinter Arfanjnes. 

Arfam. O bafte, my Lord, the City's iaAlitrmi' 
ReWUon ftalks « large thro* cvVy Street j ' 
Confufion fits on cy*ry honeft Face; 
The Shrieks of Women and the Shouts of Mcii 
Deafen the Igar. 

F&rvf. Quick then lead down the Guards. 
Arc things fo dcfperatc?— - Yet ftop, Arfamnet^ 
My Pretence might be better. Only thou. 
In cafe of Danger, guard the fahr Artefia. 
But oh be fecret, as to Vhat we*ve done 5 
ThetQaeen, perhaps, who now tatncnts her Death, 
Might feel hfer J^calonfy revrvc with her. \Ei^u 

Jffm. Corfe onr the Poob, thu^ nnadvlfedly 
iTo rufli before the Signal to the Onfct! 
But fince 'tis thus, what's left fbr cfte to do? 
Impeach the Leaders? Thus I fave myfelfc 
My FathcrVVifion, andft/^/^m' Ghoft 
Still thunder in my Ears thcf Voice of Fate. 
Befides, yfy*/^<i now is in lily Power J 
Fortune has* kindly tofs^d into my Hand 
The Jewel that I fought; Shall 1 negkdt it. 
And rifque my Safety \n a needleii Venture ? 
Now the Storm rifcs fhall I drive from Shori^ 
Since I've already got the mighty Priae 
For which I firft embark'd? Thus Ihall it be* 
111 to the Qoecn, then to ArtefiA% Arms 
"l^riumphantfiy, and revel in her Beauties. ; 

Refolv'd f go, and certain to prevail, 

f 0^ Force ihair aid me, if Pertaafions fatL (Ci^. 
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£«m.\T/H:ERE viHthcfe Tunmlcsesd? To haJ 
yV . chusWaikA . ; I 

In the full Profpcft of tkpt)roacliing Joy ! . '. 

Ten choufand Curfies wait 'em for their Felly. 
All from the Weffarn Tower the oatiMrom Brads > ^ 
Thick-ga^eriog Cro Wdi on C»wdi, wich wild AffioghllC 
Alarm the City. . 

jfxar. Swift then lei^s aWay. 
The Sight of us may tnioiftte out Troops,; r ' > - 
Ariel wake the Honotim of theJO^y oufown. . ; 

Fortune's £rowa q9y:Qf Mti^, but ^ pvrfue bert ,. 
And fhc may turn again. Away, my Fricods. 

JfMK«k §ee v^h^r<\4r/a^fw i^m^ l^et'^firft <;>fhm 
Learn ho^ our Voftfuacf ft^nd-: Hftrkji wha( a i^OKil' 
Perhaps e'en now we ^opqww;. 

'Jtrfam. We*re betrayM! , . : .3 

DifcoverM all ! Yet let us what we can 
To guard our Liv^. ^ we \mc been all impead^'d^ 
All our Defigns, and every Step we'? e taken 
Olympia, knows. Spies have been fet around us. 
To mark our Coum:ds9vfi)49brfn^:our iti^^ioni^ 

JE^m. Aoijazeinentl ; " . 

^•^C^nltbef ■; . 

. jJttar. May the fevcreft Curfes Hell caA fend 
Blflft*thc Betrayer's Head. -j^y**- 
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uf ryi». . Make from the Storm that blackens o*cr your 
Heads : 
ril to Pbraortesj, he perhaps may mow 
The Qgeen to Ipare our Lives. ; 
Jxar. Go youj my Friends, if your Hearts coldly 
thu? 
Can bear Diflionour^ and furyivc your Fam^j 
Here ain I fix'd/ refolv'd to meet my Face, 
. Nor ftart from Death itfelf. ^ ^Exeunt. 

Bctray'd! « ^Euryone -Shedurft not fare : 

She knew her Life were forfeit for the Guilt. 
Bat then her Art lo :draw the Secret from- me : ■ . 
Her Prayers and Tears to move my ftcdfeft Soul/ 
Seem to tronfirih Sufpicion, If*tisihe, / 

. AUthatlaikbf.Heav'nhcfore Idic, 
Is, to'rcsrcnge me on her trcach*rous Heart. 
But fee the Guards ! Tm in. the Toils already* ; J 

Enter Guards^ *mbQ fiize bim\ -\ 

Offic. My Lord, our Orders ate to bear y6u hcnccji 
To inftantDfcath: *Tis \^hat^thc Queen commands. 

Jfcar. Ta iDeath ! • I'm ready to obey your 

Summons. . . "* 

^OjSic. Eumn^si as be went from hence, waifeizM 
ASnc* orderM to the Rack : The other Leaders 
Expeft the Doom of Death : All but Arjimms\ ' 
Who to the Queen betrayVJ yoijr proud Defigns. 

Axar. Arfamnesf O the Coward ! Was i? he ? ^ 
Give him but to my Rage. V '- ■ //. / 

^ • -. ; Ent^ %\^yout bajiilj^i . 

Eury. Oh mf Axartes / . V^ 

Axar. Give me a ^4[oment here. 
And rU rcfigrt my felf to you For ever. , 

[Guards go tH hat bim o^. 

Eury. Oh let me ever hold thee in my Aim^,* 
So clofe th^t Death Qiall be too wcs^kto pari; u^ 
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Tho* Furies thruft their flaming Brands between^ 
^ Thou muft not dye. 

Axar. Say'ft chou, Euryone! 
Vm fuflamon*d now away. •Tis but a Moment, 

And I (hall go. Ah, whither, whither go ! 

Where human Thought that; boldly dares to fearcb. 
Leaps ftartrid back, bewild'red and amaz'd. . 
Yet were it not for thee, I could advance 
To meet the Tyrant cloth'd with all his Terrors, , 
And fall without a Groan: Can'fl thou forgive me B 
Thus, thus to leave thy chaft unfuUied Joys, 
To mix with Cowards and pretended Friends, 
Falfe to my felf, to Honour, and to thee? 

Eury. Oh I forgive thee all. But, ah, what's that?. 

Offic. Obey the Queen's Commands, and force him 
hence. 

Axar* Inhuman Slaves ! 

Eury. Barbariansjj we'll not parr. 
Here will I grow. Axartes^ ah, my Husband ! 

Axcar. My Wife ! {Are torn afunierl 

"When my Nerves crack, and my fwotn Eyes ftart our. 

Thy Woes will fliarpen my diftra£ting Pangs, 

And deepen every Groan. \Hq is born of^ 

[Euryone following is detained by her Attendants. 

Eury. Off, let me go ^ why ihould you hold me 
back ? # 

My Lprd, my Husband ! O let me purfue him. 
Fall on his Neck, and bathe him with my Tears^ 
Alas, even now I fee him on the Rack, 
His Blood in Anguifh ftarting thro* his Flefh : 
His livid Limbs all quivering with the Pain. 
Ah poor Axartes ! all my widow'd Days 
I'll wafte in mourninjg thy fevcrc Misfortunes : 
Cold, as fome monumental Marble Form, 
That in the gloomy Vault with Marks of Wo« 
Weeps o'er the Dead beneath. 

Attend. Behold, the Queen 
From Council cgmes this Way^ fpeak all your Griefs, 

Perhapt 
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iPerhaps bcr Mercy may prcfcrvc your Lord. 
Eury. No: 'tis in vain. The Heavens are aU ccm* 
fpir'd 
To work hi$^ Death and miiie. There's not one Star 
But ibines with dire Malignance nn our Lova. 

Enfier Olyropja, Guards, See. 

Oiym. Was it for this that they like goodly Trees- 
Were planted in the Shadow of tny Power ? 
To Tend forth Poyfons, and infeft the Air. 
From every Part what Tumults round me rage ! 
My Empire grows unwieldyy and difdains 
So weak an- Arm to guide it thro' the Storms. 
What can a Woman do, a f^Ie Woman I 
Thus &t around with Tl^ thus impotent 
'Tb govern even herfelf ? Eurjom, 
Thee have I ever cherifli'd in my Bofom, 
Rais'd thee on high. How have my many Fayourj 
Dcfcry!d this Ufage from thy haughty Lord ? 

Eury. O Mercy, Me/cy ! [ff^eeps. 

Olym. Think qoc thou of that. 
Mercy, that long has governed in my Breaft, 
Rcfigns her Scat to Juftice. Shall I fhcw Mercy \ 
To thofe, who- waited in-my Blood t'imbruc 
' Their impious Hands ? Such monftrous Guilt reepiiret 
Moft ftrid ScveritJi My cify Reign 
Made 'em ahnoft forget 1 was a Qyeen : - 

And fnch I fcarce have been. But now I'll riic 
Rev^ard in Majcfty, and claim Obcciicncc. 
Heaven's fierce Artillery, the rolling Thimder 
That Pong hath flepr, again (hall li*t its Voioe, 
And rouze the Nations to coafc& their God. 

Mir. My Royal Millrefi, Heaven ftill guard y«i 
thus. 
Thus, with its friendly interpofing Hand,, 
Throw back, the Darts of Treafon on itfelf, 

Propitiouf 
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Propitious ever ! As 4^9,TUi went 

111 £xecucion, this was, found upon him. 

Olym. This is too much. Si4>porc me, oh rup{K>rt 
me. 
Thi95 this, alas, wHl bear me down to Death ! 
Has then PaUatOus fv/orn againil: my Life ? 
It cannot bq. Swift, to Jtxartes fly. 
Bid htm attend me. Let the other Traytocs 
In Priibn watt a-while the Stroke of Death, 
Till Pm affur'd of this- And if 'tis fo, 
The Prince him&lf ihall lead the Way : Bid him, too 
Hafte to our Prcfcncc. ^Exit ^ntyotktsndGiMrds. 
Oh 'tis far wprfe than Poy fan to my Soul, 
It ftabs me to the Heart. Why, you }ttft Heavens, ~ 
Was my ill-fkted Life thus far prolong'd ? 
Oh that 1 ne'er had feen it ! ——Bear me iip. 
The icy Haiid of Death is now upon mc\ 
Hear then, my Virgins, hear my laft Reqoeflig 
And do the laft fad Office for your Queeia. 
See, my Lips tremble at the fading Touch % 
See the dead Palenefs ileal o'er all my Face % 
Comppfe'my dying Limbs $ and) when I'm dead^ 
O bring PaWmtus to my cky^cold Coarfe, 
And> as he views it, if by chance he weeps. 
If the leaft Spark of Pity yet renyins, 
F6r fure he once was of the nobleft Temper,. 
As the big 01ent Drops roll down his Face, 
Telt him this laft Unkindnefs wrought ikiy Death, 
More ttem his fix'd Difdain. 

Cle. Talk notof Death j 
The Clouds that veil'd your Days iball farighoen up. 
And the long Profped of your Life he clear. 

Olym. No, 'tis refelv'd. For what ihouid I now live! 
For Empire ? That my fierce-divided People 
W5th their wild Padions iibill are wreftinff from me.- 
For Glory ? That long fiiuie I've idly lott. 
For Love ? When he, the Prince of my Defires; - 
.iHitt f^orn againft my Life! CU. 
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ere. Ifhebcguilty- 



Olym. If be be! Do^nt flatter now j Thcrc'suot left 
Koom for the flighted: Douibc. Why comes he riot? 
Ob that be may but prove his Innocence ! 
But ah,. I fear it much. Behold his Name! 
It glar^Jike dreadful Lightning in my ]^ace. 
And f|f>reads a Scene of Horror o'er my Soul. 
How I could corfe my felf for having lov*d 
This guilty, charming, treacherous, god-like Prince ^ 
How rufli on him, and quite deface thofe Beauties, 
Thofe wondrous Beauties, that fo charm'd my Soul, 
For which Pve languifh*d, and To often {igh*d ! 
For which the loveliefl: Virgins melt away ! 

Cle. Oh, how, unconfcious of your Love, you praife 
Whom you would curfe, and talk away yoiir Hate ! 

Olym. No, I difdain, deteft, and curie him fiiil. 
Could I have thought he iever would have ftoop*d 
.To mix with Tray tors, to confpire my Death ! 
His Qjieen's J His Guardian's ! To confpire my Death I 
Who love him dearer than the World befidcs. 
Who fctfm*d the Monarchs of the Earth for him, 
Carelels of Empire, and my greater Famei 

Again Vm loft. No more, for he {hall dye^ 

And meet the Doom he merits by his Guilt. 

Enter PMznius guarded. 

Was it like you, PaJlantus ! like a Prince, 

To Empire born, ignobly thus to ftain 

Your royal Blood ? that from the Birth of Time 

Thro* the rich Vein of Emperors and Heroes, 

Even from the Gods thenrfelvcs, rolled down to you, 

Clear^ unpolluted : thus with traiterous Rage 

To invade my Life and Crown? But take *em, Prince* 

Alas, I've long. been weary of ray Life ; 

And for my Crown, if e'er it binds thy Brows, ^ 

ThouHt find the Cares that tread its golden Round 

OVr-ballance the uncertain Joys it brings. 
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PalJofi. What Slave has dar'd lo violate my Honour 
. Give me to know. Why vary thus your Looks ? 
Why burns this fudden Pa£Gon in your Eycs^ 
And reddens in your Breaft ? 

Olym. Believe not, Prince, 
I wiih to prove this Charge. But by yon Heav'ni 
^ If thou art guilty, Death fhall be thy Lot. 
And, for I once did Love thee, if I feel 
Of Pity ought plead for thee in my Breaft, 
I'll ftab the Rcbcl-paffion in my Heart. 
But why comes not ulxartes ? 

Enter Axartes, Euryone, Guards^ &&' 
Now, Pajlantusj \ , 

Now clear your Honour. Know you this, young 
i Prince ? [Shtwing the Tablets. 

* Ha. why this foul Confufionin your Face ? . 

The Mark^ of glowing Gupt ! When, why, and whcrt? 
Was this dire Contrafi: fign'd ? 

Pallan: Confufion ! ifi ! 
Haft thou betrayed me then to fave thy felf > 

^ . [To Axar; 

Yet think»not thou ihalt live,, for thus my Vengeance— 

[Offers to draw^ isjlofd. 
Olym. Forbear, ra(h Prince 3 think'ft thou 'tis not 
enough, 

* T*ave gone thus far, that yet thou boldly dar'ft 

* With Infoicnce to vindicate thy Guilt? 
Thus with outrageous Fury to prophane 

The Prefcnce of thy Queen ? But thou (halt fee 
What yet my Power can do. Hence, bear him offi 
To inft^nc Death. Why am J not obcy'd ? 

jlxar. Recall your Sentence, here point all your Rage^ 
Oo me, the gwilty Caufe of all thi^ Uproar. 
But fparc the Prince, for he is innocent. 
'Olym. Do not thefe Tablets, which were found on 

thee. 
Equally pj^vc the Prince's Guilt and thine ? 

£ PaUan. 
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Pallan. Generous Jsartes I Then Tve wrongM thy 
Honour. * 

jtxar. Indeed ypu have, to think I coyld betray you. 
The Guilt is all my own, be mine the Tortures. 
When firft I heard the Death of his lov'd Wife, 
The fair Attefia^ whifperM thro' the CJourt, . 
I flew to him, and with the ftroogeft Colours 
That Eloquence could paint, fo mov'd his Soul, 
That in the Fury of dillraftiog Paffion, 
He there cnroU'd his Name. 

Eury. Alas, Jxartes f 

Olytn. PalJantus! 

Pallan. No, the Guilt is mine ; 
If it be Guilt. *Twas I that drew him over 
To mix in Trcafon, and revenge my Wrongs r 
Mine and ray Parents Wrongs j mine and Jrtefia'%^ 
And know, that when I heard her fatal Doom, 
With Cutfes on your Name^ I ruib'd away, 
Rcfolv'd to bury my avenging Steel 
Deep in your Heart > tho* he in vain opposed me. 
'Twas thdn^, that fhing to Madnefs with Reniorie^ 
I found you raving, and 'twas that which .(av'd yoa 
From Death, and my Revenge. So, now confider. 
Ere the fierce Bolt be hurl'd, nor let its Rage 
Shatter his honefl Breaft. 

Olym. Amazing Virtue ! 
Fa:h wifhes to lay down his hated Life 
To favc his dearer Friend. Condu6t Jxartes 
Hence to the Prifon : Leave the Prince Pallantus 
Awhile with me: The reft retire and leave us. — [Ex 
1 own, Pallantus^ this I have defcrv'd, 
(For I have greatly wrong*d thee.) Now I think 
On the dear Motive that provok'd thy Rage. 
Then draw thy Sword, and (heath it in my Bofom^ 
Behold it bare, and open to the Blow : 
I will not ftart afide. But when thou feeft 
My Life* blood fpouting on thy Hands, O take mc 
To thy lov*d Arms, and own, with tender Pity, 

That 
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That til my Crimes have been th' Effeft of Love, 
And that Art$fia^% Death is well reveng'd. 1 

Pallan. Talk not of that, for, oh, the Thought 
•diftrafts me. 

Olym. Oh, I could talk round the revolving Year, 
For ever fpeak, and yet have much to fay. 
But Nature this denies. Now, even now^ . 
Whilft here I ftand, my aching Eyes wax dim, 
JMy loofe Knees tremble, icy Damps hang on me,^ 
And my Tongue almoft has forgot its OfEce, 
My Death is near at hand 5 for, oh, I find 
The feeble Springs of Nature juft decayed : 
Love, that I chcriih*d like a mendly Gueft, 
In my fond Bofom, proves a dangerous Foe : 
^nd the lone Dwelling, ruinous and wild. 
Is tottering to its Fall. Behold, young Prince,' 
See Glory, Empire, Mujefty and Fame 
Thrown by for Love, and yet that Love defpis'd/ 

P Allan. O fay not fo 5 could I defpife your Love ? 
Defpife Olympia! her, the firft in Rule 
Of all th' adoring World ! With Scnfeand Beauty 
To charnr the Old and captivate the Young ! 

Olytn. Thus was I thought, before I kntvr PaUaniusi 
Knew him ! I knew him not \ I deem'd him brave^ 
Gentle, iincere, compaflionate and kind. 
How I have been deceived, witnefs thefc Tears, 
Witnefs my lonefome Days, and joylefs Nights j 
Witnefs my Love that foon (hall lay me down 
In my cold Grave,' to mingle with the Duft. 
Yet one thing Td implore. When I am dead. 
And thou (halt mount the Throne from which I fell, 
Protcft my Fame j and each revolving Year, 
Juft at the clofe of this unhappy Day, 
Let each fad Virgin, that has lov'd Yikt me. 
Mourn round my Tomb my Sorrows and their own; 
And as their Tears in folemn Sorrow ftream 
Down their wan Cheeks, and wet the Marble Urn, 
Invoke my Ghoftj my Ghoft (hall be appeas'd> 

E 4 And 
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And gladlier tread the dreary Plains below. {^Esiitl 
PalUm. Heav'n, how her awful Woes have caught 
toy Heart ! 
With what a Whirl of Paffion IVe been tofs*d ? 
Even yet my Breaft is' like a troubled Sea, 
Wbofe Billows are not fully quieted, 
Altho* the Storm^s blown over. 

Enter Phraortes. 

Phra. O Prince, the Hour is come, the fittal Hour ? 
Deftruftion waits us. O my Age, my Age | 
Why do I live ? why have I liv*d thus long ? 
Thus to behold the Evening of my Life 
Involved in Clouds ! Alas, mv Son, my Son ! 
Why doft thou rive thy aged Father*s Heart ? 
Why doft thou make me wiih thou ne'er had'ftbeenl 
And feek my Grave with Curies on thy Head > 

PaUan. Whence this wild Rage of Grief? Ha^ 
whence that Shock ! 
A fudden Horror comes o^er all my Senfes, 
As if my better Genius had forfoofc me* 
Speak, let me hear it. Pm refolv'd to hear,' 
Tho' the dire Sound be full of Death and Horror^ 
111 Fortune has been fo familiar to me. 
That it has almoftloft its dire EfFcft 5 ' y 

As ftrongeft Poifons, when habitual grown. 
Forget their wonted Power. Rcftrain thy Tears. 

Phra. Oh had you fccn how he abus'd my Age, 
With Curfcs and Reproaches, when he found 
The Scheme we formed to bear Artefia off. 
Far from the Court, and from the jealous Queen ( 
Then how he rav'd, avowM the Love he bore her. 
Swore he'd betray us all } and ruih'd away. 
Strait to the Queen, whom, as (he went from hencc^. 
I few him meet. O moft unnatural! 
"•Tis too too much for my old Heart to bear* 
£0 Jctnd a Parent, and a Son io ba(c J 
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PaJlan. O Villain, monftrons Villain! O Pkra^Us) 
^Aftefia ! Oh ! Perhaps the Queen inceos'd \ 
May now be kindl'd with rcdoubrd Fury, 
Involving thee, Artefia^ and myfclf, 
In one great Scene of Ruin, And lo the Guards 
Almoft prevent our Fears* . . , 

Phra. Relcntlefs Heav'n \ 

Enter Mirza and Guards^ wbofiize^ tlfe Prince. 

Mir. My Lord, the Queen commands that you be 
born 
Hence ftrait to Prifon. With other AUeeations, 
Arfamnes told the Queen a Scheme was form'd 
To take her Life ^ and lift the fair Artejta^ 
Whom all efteemM as dead, to (hare with you 
The Throne of P^ryf^. 

PalUn. Did he, could he fay it ! 
But, is ArUfia fafc ? — What, not a Word ? 
I frait your Summons j lead me to the Dungeon. 
Perhaps ere now, alas, her Doom is fix'd ; 
What then fhould 1 do here ! Farewel then Grcatnefti 
Far^wel ye crowded Courts, ye Pageant Pomps 5 
Welcome ye loathfome Dungeons, ye dark Vaults, 
Ye iron Grates j welcome ye Walls obfcenc 5 
The Din of Qanking Chains, the dreadful Groans 
Of Wretches in Defpair fhall pierce my Ears 
With Sounds of Horror, as I lye extended 
On the bare Earth, and breathe th' ujiwhpleibm Damps,} 
Whilft ever and anon the bloated Toad 
From his dark Hole flow crawls a-crofs my Limbs, 
And baleful Adders rufli \ where nought appears 
By the ifaint glimmVing Light, but Sights of Woe i 
The Skeletons of Wretches^ that point out 
, My own unhappy Fate : how foon like them 

1 flxall be changed, the Scene of Pcatb to raife. 
For thofe who there fhall pine in future Days, 

^ \Exe\ 

E J ACT- 
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ACT V; SCENE I. 

. Enter Arfamncs alone. 

J'Tp I S Night, the Time that Nature has appointed 

1 For (oft Reprofej: *tis ftill, all ftill around. 
Save in thefc courtly Walls, whofe Midnight Echoes 
Swell every Breath to Sound, and awe the Mind^ 
Lo, yond' the Moon in Silence mounts the Sky, 
And leads her Starry Train : She's now at Full, 
What time (he afts moft ftrongly on the Earth. 
Hence Murchers, Faftions, and the Fall of Eropices. 
Now Fiends and Speftres from, the Earth's dark Womb 
Rife horrible to view, in black Cabals $ 
Or lonely wandring thro! the aweful Gloom, 
With dreadful Wailing fwell the nightly Horrors* 
Ere this, Pallantus^ if my Arts fucceed, 
Joyns the fantaftic Train. — Ha, whence that Sound f 
•Twas nought 1 — 'Tis quiet all. Yet I could wifh 
My Heart left guilty. Whence this faddcn Damp ! 

Enter Confpirator, 

Ha, who art thou ? Well, is Pallantus flain ? 

Confp. I went my Lord, refolv'd upon his Deaths 
And found him laid as if incorporate 
With the cold Ground : Yet armM with Refolutioti, 
That ihewM his Soul difdain'd thofe vile Affliftions, 
And laugh'd at all th* Indignities of Fate. 
He neither burft a Groan, nor dropt ^ Tear, 
But deeply thoughtful feem'd, and nobJy fix'd , 
On more exaltedViews, than thofe enjoy 
^ho grovel here below. So great a Mind 
Startrd my Rcfolution. Jrfam. 
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jtr/am. Coward Traytor I Z4fiJc» 

Conf. Thus wavering as I ftood, an Order came, 
Cammaftding me to fet turn and. Iiis Friend 
The fierce Axarus^ free 5 and jevery Moment 
They are expedcdtcre. * • ; ; » 

Arfam. What then muft 1 ? 
Are my big Hopes all^fhrank co this dt laft, 
Thus witherM with Dcfpair ? 

Conf. Thgfc idle Thoughts 
Throw far behind yoo, Siil For know, Eumines 
With a ftrong Band, whom I released from Prifont 
Be(et the Palace now, ta flay the Queen. 
Theii: Arrfis conceaPd beneath a peaceful Drefs. 
Aw*d with the Terrors of approaching Death, 
Which I afliir*d 'em was to be thcif Doom, 
With one C6n(chc.thcy joyn'd in your D^efign. 

Arfam. Oh, thou haft given my drooping Courage 
^Wihgs, 
And i could foar above Olympus* Top, 
And challenge Hcav'n hfelf; My generous Friend, 
Fly and inform *em that I (Iraitway joyn 'em $ 
Hafte, and whole Kingdoms ;{haU repay thy Care, 

[Exit Confp. 

. - .. * Enter Euryone. 

Eu¥y. The Queen commands your Prefence inftantly. 
Perhaps to crown your mighty Services, 
And give yourlov'd Artejia to your (ixxm. 

Arfam. Curfe on thy taunting Tongue. But V\\ a- 
way. [^Afidc, 

The Wife ftill guard theit Fate^, and aft their Will 
Unfeen, a^ Lightning fcorches up the Heart, 
Yet leaves. no putw^d Mark: \EifiU 

Eury. Why go, vain Wretch, 
Leap hea^lpng down the Precipice of Fate, 
And meet, (he Puntihmeqt thy GuiU dcferves^ 

E 4 E«'^^ 
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JEnter Oljmpia, attended. 

Olym. Did you command Arfamnes to attend me f 
Eury. Yonder he goes. Would you I call him baci;.? 
Olym. No, let him go 5 for old Pbraortes fake 
He yet fhall live. Was ever fuch a V^lain ! 
Thus to betray his Father, then thus wrongly 
Accufc the guiltlefs Prince, that royal Youth, 
Whofe Honour clear as unpolluted Light, 
Sets forth the Foulnefs ©f his Deeds to view. 
Go, bid the fair Artefia to attend me. 
But let her now difmiis her tender Fean, 
I'll make her happy thro* my own Diftrefs. [jBAf/VEury^ 
Now I {hall dye contented 5 the black Thoughts 
Of her fad Doom had made me fear to dye. 
BlefsM be Pbraortes' Hand that fav'd her J*ifc> 
My Soul now rifes to a fairer Profpeft, . 
And Death no more feems dreadful to my Viewj 
But, like a Stream, thro' which I am to pafs, - 
From all thefe Sorrows to tranfporttng Joys. 
Now then PU wing me to thofe Wond? unknown^ 
Where, after Death, the wandring Shades retire: - 
Whether they glow with an immortal Bloom^ 
AbcTve yon golden Stars, or foft-rcclin'd 
On purple Clouds, look down with kind Compaffiott 
On frail Mortality j or, in fair Choirs 
Glide thro' freih-flowVing Oroves, and fragrant Viilesy 
Where brighter Skies unfold a purer Dye, 
And Songs of Joy improve the blifsful Hours* 

JS^x^/^r Artefia n/^^ Euryone. 

\drte. O great Olymfia! Ombft mighty Queen! 
Since you've exprefs'd fuch Joy to find me fafe. 
And caird me back to Court, O ftrther yet 
Extend your royal Mercy, nor deny me 
To footh iriy royal Lord amidft his Sorrows^ 
Jo raife bis Head, thu flow perhaps lies low 

Oo 
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On the cold Ground. 

Qlym- Art thou that happy Fair, 
Who charna'dft iheyoxxngPallantiiaftoxxi thcfc Araptt? 
And dar'ft to be the Rival of a Queen 
In Empire and in Love ? Nay, do not weep- 
Go to his Breaft, and footh him with thy Love^ 
And may a royal Offspring croyrn your Bed, 
Great and Majcftic as their god-like Father, 
Sofc and prevailing as their Mother's Charms, 
I (hall be wedded too; to one, alas, 
For whom I ne'er fliall know a jealous Fear. 
One th.at ihall ever love me, and diftill 
His chafte cold Kifles on my Taftelefs Lips* 
And tho* no Rofes deck our bridal Bed, 
Pale Yew fhall rife, and Cyprefs flourim round j 
Fit Garlands for th' attending Virgins. Bro^s ! . . 
For fragrant Pine, the fable Torch ftiaU blaze^^ ^ „ 
And monumental Marble form the Chamber. '^ 

XRiJls i;* Euryoncij 

jdrte. Alas, fhe finks beneath her preffing tVoes] * 
Olympian beft and greatefl: of thy Scjt, ;, 
Still my Superior, liveti in Mifery ! *^ 
How my Heart fhudders at thy various Ills, ^ ' 

Ills that my. fatal Form drew down upon thee t 

O/jw. Say*ft thou! Andcan^ft thou pity my Diftrc($> 
Generous Return for ail the . Wrongs thou'ft born ! 
Thy Death deffgh'd! Tranfcendeqt, generous Maid ! 
Oh hadft thou known with what convulfiye Pangs 
Mv wild Breaft labout'd when I fpokc thy Death ! 
I (aid, and thought, arid did I know hot what 5. 
I might as well in the conflifting Paffion 
Have picrc'd this Bofdm, and Walphcm^d the Gods, 
Who made Pall4ntus deaf to Love like mine. 
But now lofc every Care, thy fofter Hours 
Shall fmile with Love and ever-young Delight, 
Sorrow fliall vanifli like a hideous Dream. 
The bnve PaJlantus fhall be now thy own; 
H^j whom the Hcav'ns haVe crown'd withevVy Grace. 

Perji^'s 



Digitized by 



Google 



^1 73&^ Vl^OIN QVEJBH. 

Perfiah folc Boaftj the Theme of every Tojiguc, . 

The Heroc^s Glory^^od the Virgin^s Wifh* 

' 4rt. Oh give th^ Word, and bid the Chains drop off. 

Olym, Even now he comes, attended by Axartesy 
With Guards, iirom Prifonj whither my head-ftron^ 

Rage 
Unjuftly doom'd him. Hail his (afe Return; 
Go, but conceal your Tranfports from my Sigh^ 
Left even yet I blaft you in your Pride •— — 

[Ex. Art., Mi Eurl 
— CUora^ tell me, are the Drugs prepared 
As I commanded? Why, with filent Grief 
Look'ft thou thus on me I Think'ft thou J will live 
Beneath thefe lUsj? Wouldft thou behold thy Miftireis 
Infultedj.triiiiiiph'd o'er? Alas, Clfora^ 
That never (hall be. I have fcen the Time 
When all tlie Scepters of the World were throwa 
Beneath my Feet, when youthful Princes camp . 
Crowding piy Cpiirts, and woo'd me to their Love. 
Heroes, who draw their Lineage from the Gods, 
And bow'd rcluBtant Nations to their Yoke. 
But O vain Thbuaht, how are my Honours loft! 
My BeautiQs Tcor^d, and my great Name defpis'd I 

C/f. O 1^ afide this terrible DeGgn. 

Ofyfiff. Thou plcad'ftanyaini I cannot ihinkof Life. 
Of if I fhould. Nature would mock the Thought. 
Anguifli and Pain have almoft worn me out, 
I foon ftiould die o* courfe. The friendly Draught 
Will only haftea the- Approach, of Death, 
And fparemy lingering bere/midftall thefe Torments. 
Hark whence that Nfeife ? Perhaps Pallantus comes. 
I will not fee him > lead to my : Apartment. [Exe. 

Enter 'Esxaatnts <?»^ Confpiratprs; 

Eum. This Wayjlic went, Pll in and ftab her now* 
Here fix your Stand, and if my Purpofe fail. 
Secure a fure Retreat, The Guards without 
Will fccond your Attempt. Is there a Heart 
' ' Among 
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Among us all that droops ? can there dc fuch> 
When everlafting Glory is the Prize? 

jB?/f r Confp.irator. 

Conjp. My Lord, my Lord^ prepare for your pe&n^c : 
*Tis loft, all loil again. As fierce ^r/amms ^ i . [ r > 
Ran on Palldntus 'nfiidft, theHoufliold Guards,.. .>/;> 
Returning with Jmrt^s hovsk the Prifon^ 
Furious as Lions oh th'ioy^diijg Hounds^ . ^,» " ;> 
They rufh'd and bore *4^famneis^ (pite of all, f : ..»g 
His Strength* to Ground. J w^o/tb fccuiEe hjsp-ji^^^'jj 
Told your'Defigns to ilay th!^ Qucep, the ^^rin^Cj,? j 
And hx2.ve jfxartes\ which jwHcii he h^dj^ ',}% 

jfxartes fle^^b guard Otympia'^ Life: , ; r^ / j ^r/ 
The reft, juft vanquifti'd by. the Pripic^'s Vp^flfur,. ; 
Maintain a feeble Fight. ' ; ^ • 

Eum. Confufion ! -Hell !' <• ' - 

O^; 'Hark, here he fomes< - » .-^c"' :C:<\ 

Enter Ax^rtei^iHH Guards. ':^^'''' -: ' '^f J 

[jfxaK Thank J to the bbijpteous Go^s^ .,,; / :::.: ..::^ 
Who give jfxartes*^ Arm ti> be the Scpu^g^/ t 7 
Of Trgacjhcry like, thine.. /. ? / • .. : • . ^^ 

£««!. i feorn thy Threats.. ; ^ ^^ 

Bear up, and think on Death, or Vi£tory. [To iiqnfp. 
Whilft I've au Arm an^ Swor^ I fcorn ihy PowV j 
Dare fight thee, wer*t tbaa,pQunted oi^ a Whirlwiivfe 
And arm'd with tripplj? T|iuAdcf, ,^, / . ./ 

jfxar. Guard thy Ljft/thep. 



:an^ Eun^encs 'lsdi/pirm% : / 1 f 

'^" ; ■ '^:/i^[wi\^i:- • ■'■•Ml. .-.a 
Eum. Curfe on my feeble, unperforpijngr Arm I ^ ' 
Thus tobebaffl'd! Oh that I coul4 br^ihe : 
Blue peftilential Sores, or fmouldring Fires, 
To blaft thee in njy Wr«h ! ^ " i 

jixar. Perfidious Wretch I 

» ■ "^ 
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Hence, bear 'em ofi; and bind them faft with Chains^ 
:Till the Queen's Will be known {Tbey are led of. 

Enter Earyone. 

Eur. jfxartesy dofi thou live ! My Lord, my Husband ! 
O let me yiew thee o'er ! He's fafe, he lives 
Safe and fecurc! O Ecftaftr of Joyf 

Jlxar. Thou grcateft Bluffing ofjixarfes" Life^ 
Come to my Arms, and charm with thy Love ! 
Surely the Gods, in Pity to thy Virtues, ^' 

Inclined the Queen to pardon my Offences^ 
Oh^ I have much to fay $ all full of Joy ^ 
But Fate oppofes now, the Prince cngag'd 
In Fight, demands my Sword* 

Eur^ What, part fo foon ! 

EfiterMinC, 

Mir. Now, now, O Perja^ who fo kte didft raHij 
Thy tow'ring Head fupreme alcove the Nations | 
Bend thy fair Neck to l^rtb, and low in Duft 
Lament thy humbled State. 

j/xar. Whence all this Sorrow? 

Afir. 'Tis paft in Heav'n, already it is fcalM, 
In Fate's eternal Volume. O the Prince! 
• . jixar. Ha! What! O fpeak, and fatisfy my Doubts: 

Mir. Scarce had yduleftus, wbenthe Fight encreas'd 
^ith* thicker Tumult round the royal Youth. 
Who, all»colle&ed itl himfelf, oppos'd 
His (Ingle Arm againft a Troop of Foes, 
OThkt hedg'd him in, and Jcatter'd Deaths around. 
His Friends, who faw his iacred Life in Danger, 
Broke thro' the Bands, and rufli^d to his Reliefs 
SutDtooJatie! 

We found him pierc*d with miniy a griezly Wound, 
Spent, conqjuer'a, 'midft his Cobqueft. Lo this Way 
His mournful Guards condud him flowly on, 
As his Life-blood flows fed thro* every Wx)tind. 

Axar. Gods, cruel Gods ! 
i Afir# 



Digitized by 



Google 



7^f VlrilGIN QtJBE^w ^1 

, Mir. Jtfamnis begg'd in vain 
To fhun cheiFate his Guilt had drawniiponhim^ 
But fell a Vidim to his Royal Rage. 
I faw him ftretch'd upon the bloody Ground, 
Horrid in Death. Faft by him flood Pbt'aortesj 
Smote with his wither' d Hand his agedBreaft^ 
And threw out Curfes «q his guilty Son. 

Enter Pallantusy&fip^r/ei, Guards^ &c. 

Pallan* O where's Artefia? Is OlympiaMt ? 

jlxar. I came to her Relief : Eununts feiz'd. 
Groans now in Chains, and waits the Doom of Deaths 

Pallan. Oh wlbere*s Artefia / Hafif , conduft her to me^ 
That I may view her yet, before I die, 
And breathe my Soul in Tendernels before hen 

Mir. She rages even to Madnefs. When (he found 
The Dangers where you flood, thrice (he attempted 
To. rulh. into the Tumults j thence with-hdd. 
She fainted thrice into her Virgins Arms. 

P^Uan. Did Ihe! Alas, then keep her from my Sight;' 
I ihould not bear to have her fee me thus. ^ 
The piteous Sight woulcJ pierce her Heart too deeply: 
I ihould not bear to hear her fad Complainings : 
'T would add more Terror to the Pains of Deaths 
And Iharpen all the Pangs I feel already. ; 

Eury. SeCy fee, my Loi^d, Ihe comes! 

Enter Artefia haftily*, fi^i^i. PallantBS, Jhe flops Jbwt... 

Arte. Pallantm! 

Pallan. Oh I 

Axar. Lo how he ftands, like the diftrefsful Image 
Of paje Defpair upon a Monument, 
Gazing with ftoney Eyes on the dumb Form 
Of Sorrow. Silence moft fignificant 1 

Pallan. Why do I live to touch thy Heart fo nearly ? 
Oh wcfie I laid at Peace within my Tomb, 
Rather than meet thee thus, thus cokl in Dcatby 
Tlius helpleisi hopelefs« mi&rablc thus I 

Why 
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Cx The Virgin QjjebnJ 

Why doft thou gaze thus fteadily upon mc?' 

much I fcsfr'd this luft fed Interview ! 

jirte. This laft^ alas ! And muft we meet no more ? 
Alas, no more ! Thofe Wounds, that gufhing Blood, 
That Face juft pale in Death, thofe languid Eyes, 
All> all at once pronounce the fatal Sound. 
Barbarians, Monfters, where was all your Pity ? 
Was human Nature rooted from your Breafts? 
Could nothing but my dear Pallantus^ Blood 
'Swage your dire Thirft? Why did your curfed Faul- 

chions 
Cruelly fpare to pierce j^rtefia's Bread. 
Alas, ye know my Life was wrapt in his ! 
That every Wound you gave his manly Bofom 
Struck ihro' my Heart. 

P«//^». O Miracle of Love! 
Thou only Joy, and only Care IVe left; 
What Pangs I fufFer, if my Wounds had Tongues, 

1 could employ 'em all to fay. To dye and leave thee ! 
Oh 'tis too much ! Not the pale quivering Wretch 
Who, fix'd upon a Rack, fees yet alive 

His bleeding Vitals from his Body torn, 
Feels half ftich Torture. — - Oh — relcntlcfs Hcav'n! 
The Pangs of Death grow fiercer every Moment, 
And now I fink away. O fpeak and charm mc 
With thy dear Voice once more before I dye. 

jfrte. Oh, I've a thoufand, thoufand things to fay. 
Ah, ftay and hear 'em all. Love, Death, Defpair, 
Prefent ten thoufand mournful Images, 
And fill up all my Thoughts. Alas, alas. 
What can I fpeak? E'en now my ftifFcning Tongue 
Cleaves to my Mouth, my chilling Blood runs cold. 

take me with thee, I'm refolv'd to dye. 

1 cannot, will not live. 
PaJlaPf. Thou may'ft live yet. 

^rte. Dbft thou then think I can furvive thy Fall ! 
Unkind Pallantus ! Could'ft thou turn thy Eyes 
Into my Heart, furcly thou would'ft not think fa.^ 

PalUu. 
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PaJhn. Alas, I:kiio v not what. When I farvcy tlwc, 
Thau lovclieft image of diftrefsful Beauty ! 
I ougtxt to wiih thou wpuld'ft not think on Death* 
Yet thou art young, in the full ^ride of Beauty j 
Strive qp forget that, e'er Pallantus was/ 
Thou may'ft be happy y^t. Mercilefs Ikav'n^ 
Why could not both be fo? 

Jrte. And fince both cannot — = 

Pallan. I know what thou would'ilfay. Moil great** 
ly thought. 

Arte. We'll be together wretched. 'Tis but that. 
I've born all Pains and Pleafures with thee yet. 
And {hall j[ prove a Coward at the laft? 
'Tis but to die, and that I freely will, 

Pallan. Amazing Virtue ! But a Soul like thine| 
Thus pure and innocent, thus flill prepar'd^ 
May oh! IDks. 

Jfrtfy Dead, dead! Ala^s! And do I live^. 
Pallantus^ O PailantusJ Rage and Madncfs! 
Snatch me ye Whu*lwinds, bear me far away^ 
Cover me, Mountains ^ open wide, Q Earthy 
Take me for ever, hide me in thy Bofom. 

Eury. How tbe ftrong Sorrows labour at her Heart ! 

jlrte. Soft, lo he comes! he beckons. ^e away ! 
Heav'ns, how looks $ how fair! Eternal Youth 
Sits on bis glowing F^t<^9 his balmy Locks. 
Diftill aipbrofial Sweets ) a purple Robe, 
Waves from his Ne<;k, redundant on the Ground: 
And lo his Arm extends a rofy Wreath 
To bind my Temples. See, I come, I come! 
Waft me, ye winged Winds, into his Qofom. 

(Pff^f's to catch a Sword^ is preventidy then Jinks away. 

Eury. Hafte and co^vey her from the mournful 
Objeft. lis torn ef. 

Mir. I'll to the Queen and tell this fatal News. lExit. 

jfxar. Euryone^ was ever Day like this^! 
Was ever Pomp of Mifery fo great ! 
The wretched Fate of thcfe unhappy Lovers 

Has 
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gas To poflcfs'd my Thoughts^ that I can fcarce 
eAeSt upon the Shares ourfelves haye YcapM^ 

Enter Mcflcngcr. 

Mef. O fatal Sight ! Is it then come to pafs ! 
Unhappy Prince j yet in thy Fall revcng'd! 
Since thofe who' fought thy Life are fent already «* 
To wait thee to the Shades. 

Eury. Behold the Queen. 
Heaven guard her Life, and falfify my Fears* 

£fiterOlympiz/upporfedi 

Olym. Obear me to him. Ha! art thou, art thoiT 
What was Pallantus? Is this, is this, alas. 
All that is left of the moft lov*d of Men? 
Ah haplefs Youth ! Yet thus inanimate. 
Shall I be foonj thy Part*ner in the Grave. 
I thought to have left thee in the full PofTeffion 
Of ^11 thy- Soul held dear : But fince 'cis thus, 
V\\ Itavc the World with double Pomp of Woe$ 
Here will I kned^ [Kneds by the Bodyl 
' Eury. Ah, Madam, is your Life — • 

Glym. Peace, I am not at Icifure now to lofe 
A Thought on that. An aweful Melancholly 
Broods o*er my Mind. If thou would^ft fpeak to me^ 
Talk of Defpair, and Death, and groaning Ghofts, 
That glide thro' deary Vaults^ and make their Moan 
At Midnight o*er fome folitary Tomb. 
Behold, and in this fatal Volume read 
How vain is Beauty, noble Birth how vaint 
And as thou feeft me weeping o'er him 'thus, »'* 

Learn to improve thy Mind, nor ask the Gods 
dory or Power, fince thou haft feen fuch Woes - 
Heaped on the Head of an afflifted Queen.' — 
Do you mourn too, that thus you (land around 
Like marble Statues fix'd ? Your Gricfi alas, • • * 
Is a meer Mockery, coinp^tr'd to mine ! ' - 

Had you but half my Otufc^— — What Sound was^hat? 

Doleful, 
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IkAd^ «id (a4 Wfaicili blreaitt upon my TSm^ 

^^-^^tSim Che IcHiir MttriiMir (^tbe t»idoigbc Edboj* 

That thro* the ]eafi;then*d Ifle breaths back my Grcansi 

And fwells the Melancholy in my Soul. 

Death has been bafy round us; he has had 

A rich Repafte: 3ut thee, ill-fated Youlb^ 

He iiiould have fpar'd ^ and thee he furely would^ 

In pity to thy Charms and iuff 'ring Virtue^ 

If Pity could have touch'd his ftoiiy fteaft. 

Enter Mirza. 
Well, is jtrufia coming with the Garland 
To bind her Prince's Brows, which her fair Fingerd 
Had weav'd? Alas, not for a Ufe fo fatal! 

Mir. MadaiB^ th* unhappy Princdfi is no mora 

Oiym. Is . She too dead f 

Mir. Her Sorrows wrought her Death. 
When (he beheld her royal Lord expire^ 
Oft (he in vain attempted on her Life | 
But when her Train had bom her from the Coarfe^ 
All fudden to the Oroiind ffae funk away, 
Her Body fliffen-d, and the Spoiler Death 
^z'd on her beauteous Frame; 

Ofym. Dear hapleTs Maid, by partial Fate d^oy'd i 
0h that I too was dead, and laid at Reft, 
Like thee y and furely thqs I foon fhall be. 
Yet, yet whilft I have Life, here let me grot^r 
To this lov'd Youth. Who fhall oppofe me how ? 
iVe with Artefia now an equal Righc, 
If Death diflblves the matrimonial Band. 
This chafte Embrace. And, O much imur'd Youth f 
C^eafe yet a while thy Flight to endleis joys^ 
And mai:k th* impartial Juftice of the Gods« 
Behold thy royal Parents guiklefs Blood 
Greatly atton'd at leogtfa by my Misfortunes, 
And the full Ruin of the Murtherer's Race. 
Om^more Embrace ; — - my Breath, is juft fuppreft | 
Death fwims before me, and I'm noW'^tf reft. [i)/>i' 

F E P I 
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Spokert bf Mrs. T G N ^ M IL 

DE^D? — and for Grkf/ ^a preff» jlk/f^ t^ &d! 
ff^hen Husbands dye^ for Ladies n nnfodd.^ 

Faith ! 'twere, euti^ ifi *fb$H fbtg^dd Man's ilt^ 
We miff a Plaj!^ » Party at ^uMUe, 
But Love Jbou'd endy Ivheft 4fice his Mreath is Jtei : 
^jtwere ifionfitdus unfoSte^ to kip the t^ead* 
Strange dmplaifame / nviti His ta end eufSpn^ 
And think m mere of tb^t deir Creaimre Mm 4 
Onf- vMiioks Afis\ti'gmf$r Jviif: f'^it^ I n-I .'^v'-i 
^0 rotltbefe Eyei^ Hfilr* tlh PaitW^mt^/' ' 
Excufe me, "Sirr^'lf^ li^'y^,\ ;;\. - 

Let who ivitffrafff fhoyAfy 
0-'^-^Suret ne'er ibsli^in an f^pi^s^Gff,lJit^^ 
What ! have Pm^^ t(f^m ?■ yet had JfpetdHMll ? 
3'hefe bafhfal IPetCt^am iove fi aiikwarJ/^l^^^ 
' Ithey only JW*, and Fmtlkir Cenfiancy. 
The London Sparks, ariftillfbie Sparks for me t 

Tet did I chufe the Befi (Js you may de^ 

If ever. Ladies, you have Choice ofTtim.) 

« As for Oly iivpia »■' ■ ■ ^fpi^ of Matria^ I^zas^ 

She had a migfety Itching for ■ my Spoufi. 

^But 
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EPILOG U E. 

— ^^ir/ bark f I hear a Murmur frdm the Pit^ 
Like the grave tm affome Wife-ridden Cit* 
^is Flirt detains us with her Talkfo long^ — r— 
^nd Pve a Wife has a cmfounded Tongue. 

To^op her Mouthy e'en tell her TTrisfrom me^ 

Tou came a Scene of mutual Love to fee: 
And V3€ll^ to fee that Sight ^ abroad we roam. 
Which there's fear ce One caf$ boaft be fees at Home. 
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